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GREETINGS FROM WEIRD NJ 

"Oh the humanity!” Radio broadcaster Herbert Morrison cried out those words as he watched the Hindenberg get¬ 
ting struck by lightning on May 6.1937. We are now experiencing those same feelings as New Jersey is taking a big 
hit, one that could be just as disastrous as that fateful day at the Lakehurst Naval Base because of the current pan¬ 
demic. 

We’re hoping by the time you’re reading this, things have calmed down a bit and returned to some kind of nor¬ 
malcy in our Weird State. We’re also hoping we can continue to show you the weirder side of New Jersey without 
any curfews, restrictions or disasters on the printed road ahead. -Mark and Mark 
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Weird NJ is published two times a year, in May 
and October, by Weird NJ Inc., and can be 
found at various locations throughout New 
Jersey. It your local retailer doesn't carry 
Weird NJ, ask them why. Mail List; If you 
picked up Weird /VJat your local bookstore or 
newsstand, we do not know who you are. 
Therefore, we cannot send you weird stuff in 
the mail... and we'd like to. 

Please drop us a line if you’d like to be 
included on our mailing list. Send your name 
and address to: Weird NJ, PO Box 1346, 
Bloomfield, NJ 07003. Or send your information 
by email to: editor@weirdnj.com 
We offer a free issue to anyone whose own 
/VJ experience is published in the maga¬ 
zine. This offer does not extend to letters fea¬ 
tured in our mail section or the submission of 
news clippings. If there is no mailing address 
attached to your story or submission, don’t 
expect something in return. If you email us, 
make sure you include a return 
mailing address. 

Weird NJ \s owned and operated by Mark 
Sceurman and Mark Moran for Weird New 
Jersey LLC 

PO Box 1346, Bloomfield, NJ 07003 
All contents are ©2020 by 
Weird New Jersey LLC 
Weird NJ assumes no responsibility for tres¬ 
passers who cross private property. It is illegal 
to trespass. Leave that to us professionals. 

WNJ 'is intended (as entertainment) to present a 
historical record of our state’s local legends, 
modern folklore, and sites throughout New 
Jersey that have previously gone unrecorded. 
Opinions expressed by contributing writers and 

www.WEIRDNJ.com 

PO Box 1346, Bloomfield, NJ 07003 
Office Phone: 973-250-2011 
Inquiries: editor@weiPdnj.com 
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Revolutionary Ghosts Of The Pines 

Dear Weird NJ: 

Twenty five years ago or so I experienced 
what 1 believe was a ghostly encounter. I was 
reaching out to see if anyone else has men¬ 
tioned a similar experience. 

All those years ago I was with two friends in 
the Pine Barrens south of Forked River. It was 
night time with no one else around. In the dis¬ 
tance I heard what sounded like a galloping 
horse. The sound was getting progressively 
louder and sounded more and more like a cav¬ 
alry coming towards us. My friends also expe¬ 
rienced this but attempted to justify the noise 
as frogs or toads. I know what frogs and toads 
sound like. Once the “cavalry” was almost 
upon us we ran out towards the car. I never ran 
so fast in my life. 

At the time, I mentioned the experience to 
my mom. She then mentioned the 
Revolutionary War and the history of it in 
Jersey. That resonated with me. To this day I 
know that I heard soldiers on horseback. - 
Bonnie 


WEIRD NJ 

MAIL 


Horn-Like Sounds 

Dear Weird NJ: 

I grew up in Martinsville, and every so often 
I would hear this strange horn-like sound. It 
had a very specific cadence and sounded like it 
was coming from Bound Brook. Then within a 
minute another horn would sound, but this 
time the sound would be coming a different 
place, like Warren. It sounded like they were 
talking or responding to each other. It was 
spooky as hell, and seemed to happen when it 
was raining. 

The weird thing was that none of the adults 
seemed to hear It or care about It, and no one 
ever explained what the noise was. I would be 
so grateful if you could tell me what the hell 
that was. -Stacy Goodman 


A fat bear mailbox on the road to Tuckerton.’ 

-Kate Philbrick 

Split Decisions 

Dear Weird NJ: 

Were you at the Banana Splits live appearance 
when it originally aired? 

Was it Two Guys? Was it Route 30 in Atco? Well, 
sugar and spice makes Disney rate its films PG mostly 
for no reason. 

This Saturday SYFY has an adult Banana Splits 
movie. You can let me know if you see it and how it 
was. How do so many know of them, were they net¬ 
work? -Raphe! 

Wonder What Gil Was Waiting For? 

Dear Weird NJ: 

I lived in Weehawken from about 1982 through 
1990, and always found it to be a unique town. Lots 
of strange elements, from decapitated chicken 
heads found on Shippen Street to weird lights 
over the reservoir. Imagine my delight when I 
acquired this old postcard from 1908. The 
photo depicts the steps on the Palisades, near 
Columbia Terrace. But it’s the back of the card 
that really intrigued me. Someone whose name 
appears to be Gill wrote this rather cryptic 
message to a Miss. Edna A. Dunkin: 

‘Dear Edna, 

rm now starting on my (sic) to an 
unknown town to me and a place where 
I have no home until tomorrow night I 
wish it was finished. 

Love, Giir 

I’ve always wondered what it was that 
poor Gill was waiting for. Whatever it was, I hope 
it ended well! -Pambo 


Weirdness In The 
Mental Health Unit 

Dear Weird NJ: 

It was July 2019 and I was in my hospital 
room on a mental health unit. I was getting 
ready to take my shower and I had one of 
the staff unlock my bathroom door. I got a 
glimpse of the dark bathroom as the staff 
was unlocking the door and I saw a dark fig¬ 
ure, probably 5’4” with long black hair. I got 
the chills but I just thought it was my eyes 
playing tricks on me because of the differ¬ 
ence between the bright fluorescent hospital 
lights and the dark bathroom. 

After the staff opened the bathroom, they 
left my room and closed my door. I picked 
up my towels and my hygiene box and went 
into the bathroom.l looked in the corner 
where the toilet was and saw the dark figure 
again. I turned on the light and saw nothing. 
Trying to make sense of the situation, I went 
to the other door in the bathroom (the bath¬ 
rooms were connected between rooms) and 
knocked on the door, I asked “Hey, were one 
of you guys in the bathroom just a second 
ago?” They both answered “No.” I shook it 
off, still a little frightened and started prepar¬ 
ing the bathroom for my shower. 

Because we didn’t have shower doors or 
curtains, we had to put towels on the floor 
so we didn’t soak the carpet in either of the 
rooms. I put down the towels, put my sham¬ 
poo, conditioner, and wash on the edge of 
the shower and turned on the water. I start¬ 
ed thinking about what I had seen earlier 
and kinda spooked myself so I sang Queen 
songs to myself. I got in the shower and 
started wetting my hair, and everything 
seemed normal until I saw a slight move¬ 
ment in the corner of my eye. I quickly 
looked over and one the towels looked like it 
had been pulled a little to cover more area 
than it was already covering. I was freaked 
out but thankful because whoever or what¬ 
ever did it probably wanted to help out a lit¬ 
tle. 

I started washing my hair and jamming 
out to the songs in my head. As I was wash¬ 
ing my body I saw a figure appear near the 
toilet again, I kept looking straight ahead at 
the shower wall because I was TERRIFIED, 
but still kind of examined it as much as I 
could. The figure looked like it was wearing 
a white hospital gown and had dark black 
hair hanging to their shoulders. I tried to 
examine their face but something kept avert¬ 
ing my gaze away from that area. I finally 
broke down from the awkwardness of being 
naked in front of an entity I didn’t know, and 
fear of not knowing what this thing was, I 
looked. As soon as my head turned, the enti¬ 
ty disappeared. I quickly finished my show¬ 
er, turned off the water, didn’t bother to dry 
off and put on my clothes. I was still drip¬ 
ping wet, but I didn’t care as I didn’t want to 
be around the entity anymore. 

The staff noticed I was shaken up, but 
brought it down to me hearing a commercial 
on the radio about the place where my 
grandmother passed away. -Fridge 
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Beginning May 22, 2020, VAMPA is open Fridays, Saturdays, and Sundays 11 a.m. - 5 p.m. 

See us in Weird NJ. Oct. 2019 - May 2020 #53 


Celebrate your love for the Art of the Kill 

Come join us for the Grand Opening of the 

Vampire Art Museum and Paranormal Activity (VAMPA) 


See and touch, if you dare, the world’s largest collection of Vampire Killing Sets and Weaponry from 
the 14^^^ - 19^^^ century, including Aleister Crowley’s Ouija board, possessed dolls, a box owned by the 
Voodoo Princess herself Marie Laveau, and a haunted skeleton rocking chair. Your host, collector, 
and aficionado Edmondo Crimi will lecture on the subject matter (items will also be available for sale). 

Grand Opening May 16-17, 2020 
11 a.m. - 5 p.m. 

Admission: Adult $10, Youth 8-12 $5, Under 8 FREE 

Location: People’s Store Antiques Center, 29 N. Union St., Lambertville, NJ 08530 
609-397-9808 (Store) 908-377-6615 (Cell) 


Never Trek Into “The Colony” 

Dear Weird NJ: 

I’m being attacked by a group of forces that are trying to force me 
to kill myself. They keep following me everywhere I go and no one 
seems to believe me. 

I live at (address held) and I keep hearing people under my home. 
They keep taunting me every day to stress me out and to force me to 
act angry to others. 

I believe that I’m being targeted for murder. Can you please believe 
me. That house sits on top of a manhole cover and the little person 



who lives there keeps attacking me every night when I’m sleeping. 

I believe that I’m being attacked by these people every day below my 
feet. Ever since I went trekking into the “Colony.” I have been followed 
my whole life everywhere I go. 

Every day these people talk to me up through the dry wall and floor¬ 
ing. They keep taunting me with their childish behavior waiting for me 
to lose control of my emotions so that I get upset. When I get upset 
from their constant taunting, they laugh and run. 

I also keep hearing this ringing in my right ear. 

I found these devices in one of their small homes (see photo). 

-Paul C. 


Was Issue #53 Prophetic? 

Dear Weird NJ: 

53. Herbie The Love Bug. My Halloween costume at the time (yes, I was The Love 
Bug). A state road (in NJ) that was very important to me as a child. And later on In 
life actually, as a way to get around the daily back-ups on 80 westbound in North 
Jersey. Get off at 202, cut over on Park Road to 53 (which is now called TABOR 
ROAD), then either jog south on 53 and go west on 10 or cut through Denville and 
then either get back on 80 right there or just go west on 46. It always seemed funny 
to me as a 7- or 8-year-old that the 53 on the Love Bug (which I saw, BTW, at the old 
Movie House on The Green in Morristown, God rest its soul) looked exactly like the 
one on the highway sign (53 inside a circle). 

And then later on in life, of course, I learned that ATM sends data in cells that are 
always 53 bytes long. Five of these bytes are the header information, leaving 48 bytes 
available for data. Even if you are sending 1 byte of data, an entire 53 bytes of band¬ 
width are consumed since ATM cells are always 53 bytes long. But that’s neither here 
NOR there. 

And what, you might ask, of 53’s close relative? You know, 530? Well, here’s an 
update on 530: 

Q; What is “A.I" and how do Royal Arch Masons compute their year? 

A: The Royal Arch Masons begin their computation with the year in which 
Zerubbabel began to build the Second Temple, which was 530 years before the 
alleged birth of Christ. So right now, the Masonic Year of the Royal Arch (“A.I.”) is 
530 plus 2019: 2549!!! 

PS: All big rig trucks haul carriers that are 53 feet long. You’ll see 53’ plastered 
somewhere on the EVERY truck. 53 is a big deal! -Claire 


Screw Al Capone 
Dear Weird NJ: 

Al Capone nonsense aside, tonight I learned something even ‘weirder’ about the 
Royal Pines Hotel in Berkeley Township—the dude who had It built and went to 
jail over It. Benjamin W. Sangor, wound up being involved in the Golden Age of 
comic books, including publishing the first ongoing horror comic series, 
Adventures into the Unknown. 

Screw Al Capone, this Is way more interesting! -Erik Jay Weber 
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Plagued By Dreams 

Dear Weird NJ: 

From the age of 9 to 16 the Mothman 
stayed in the woods behind my house. 
Every night at 3:30 AM I would be woken 
up. Sometimes I would hear him landing 
on the roof, at other times I would hear 
him on the big antenna tower we had out¬ 
side next to my window. I didn’t under¬ 
stand what was happening until the age 
15, and then I was terrified. I would go 
downstairs and turn on music and dance 
in front of the kitchen window, which was 
the best place, nice and open and the 
linoleum was so slippery. I would ballet 
dance for a half an hour then go 
back to bed. 

I had my first 
recurring dream of 
my past lives on my 
ninth birthday. This 
happened from age 9 
to 12. First in a prison 
dungeon with little 
windows on top I 
could see people 
walking by begging for 
food but no one 
helped. In my second 
life I was running 
through a garden and a 
man in metal armor catches up with me 
as I run into a underground cellar that is 
made into a hill and he stabs me then runs 
to a big long building with Roman pillars 
outside. There are big heavy doors that 
open inside to rooms on each side. There 
are little statues of gargoyles as I get to 
the end and they get bigger and bigger 
then start to move. 

I walked for what seemed like days. As I 
exited the end I could hear UFOs. One 
was flying over the building and scooped 
me up and took me down into a canyon 
then stopped in mid-air and turned into a 
cave where there was a bunch of them. 
The same dream happened every year for 
four years. 

Then there was a UFO chasing the 
Mothman. I would see them in flying atop 
the oak trees following the paths looking 
for fhe Mothman. Then I was abducted by 
the UFO. There were tall greys showing 
me nukes going off as he shook his head 
and small ones standing around me at the 
table. Then I remember a bar-like area 
where I saw a clone of me behind glass 
dancing for them. When I left the ship I 
shook the hand of a daughfer of mine, a 
halfbreed full grown already. 

I have a tumor in my colon that is hurt¬ 
ing really bad and have surgery this 
Friday. Just wanted to write this to let you 
guys know. I have stage 4 colon cancer 
and a kind of rare gene that has been 
helping me fight the cancer. I was 
exposed to asbestos from birth fo 16. I 
think the Mothman is a protector and fol¬ 
lows bloodlines. He was seen at 9/11. My 
youngest grandson had a flashback on 
9/12 of being a firefighter as he was 
spraying my palm bush. -Sharon E. 


Confusion At The Ringling Manor 

Dear Weird NJ: 

Once again, another fantastic issue (speaking of 
#53). I am fortunate to have ALL of your issues, as 
well as several books, and to have met Mark and 
Mark in person at book signings. 

While reading the latest issue, I noticed a confu¬ 
sion on page 22, in the Ringling Manor article. 
Speculating on the painting found in the crawlspace 
with the swinging doors: I can make out “Get the 
heck away from the swinging doors.” Probably in 
regards to what can be seen of the child’s head 
under the doors. Just thought I'd share that with 
you. -Annie Broyles 



I[^ 



Just A Baboon, Not A Bigfoot 

Dear Weird NJ: 

I live in Michigan, but I grew up in Mt. Lake New 
Jersey in Warren County. My brother lived with my 
Pap Pap over in Belvidere on Delaware Ave., in the 
last house on the dead end street. They had miles 
of woods behind his house and every night when 
my little brother brushed his teeth he’d look out the 
window for deer (this was around 1975/76 time- 
frame I believe). One night he was startled to see a 
face in the window. He described as looking exactly 
like a baboon. I immediately thought of Bigfoot and 
we always assumed that for years after until I start¬ 
ed looking into it. 

My dad used to take me to Jungle Habitat in 
North Jersey. I’m sure you’ve heard of it. They had 
animals walking around free like in a real Safari, 
then they closed down. I heard many animals 
escaped, including Baboons! I looked at a map to 
see how far Belvidere was from the old Jungle 
Habitat site and noticed it was only about 30 or 40 
miles away. Back then there was a lot of wilderness 
between JH and Belvidere. I put two and two 
together and figured my brother saw an escaped 
baboon from Jungle Habitat, not Bigfoot as we 
originally thought. Ain’t that something? -Rick 
Frame 


Not Everything Caught On Camera 
Is Paranormal 

Dear Weird NJ: 

I was watching you on Paranormal Caught 
On Camera, and I know you guys are a separate 
entity but I couldn’t think of who else to talk to 
about it. The show had a father and son in a cabin 
in (I think Arkansas). They were being stalked by 
a shadowy figure and didn’t know what it was. 
Someone has had to figure it out already but that 
had to be a black bear. If you listen to recordings 
and watch the characteristics of the black bear it’s 
spot on. I’m sure nobody probably cares by now 
but just in case. -Mike Leonard 


Freaky Donuts 

Dear Weird NJ: 

I like freaky donuts. We eat donuts, ru^iwait for my 
friend to read your weird story abogt ift^nuts. My friend 
and I also had weird experiences at Denny’s. Oh yeah, I 
forgot what the point was. 

Thanks from me and my friend futurlstically. 

-Avril Yang 



Weird Skull Art 

Dear Weird NJ: 

I live on Schaefer Farms in Flemington and I make art 
with animal skulls. I wanted to show you my newest 
piece I’ve made. I used the cover of your October mag¬ 
azine, Tarot cards and really pretty tissue paper on an 
old buffalo skull. -Morgan Schaefer 



As The Crow Flies 

Dear Weird NJ: 

Is there a meaning if a black crow flies around the 
lower part of my two-story home? It flew around the 
house four times. It appeared from nowhere and van¬ 
ished as well. What does this mean? I’ve had nothing 
but bad luck and a lot of death around me. Do you 
please have an answer on any of this? - 
Chesterbabesmokey 

Chesterbabesmokey: Folklore says black crows 
or ravens bring omens and also warnings of 
death, but are also known to bring prophetic gifts 
of insight or signal your life is about to change. - 
Eds. 
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This photo was attached to the letter below. -Eds. 


Speaking Telepathically 

Dear Weird NJ: 

I reaching out to you, the professional investigator to 
help me. I going to get right to the point. I can speak tele¬ 
pathically and I have film put through my mind and out in 
a computer. The kicker is that I don’t control it. The con¬ 
trol is by a group of people who discovered this gift in Los 
Angeles when they filmed people in hotels for the porn 
industry. 

I live at (address withheld) in the back second floor 
near the steps. This group films 24-7 and has followed 
me from Los Angeles. They put porn Into my brain and it 
comes out like in 3-D. They sell it and also use it to get on 
national TV commercials. I have photos and videos of the 
lasers they use across the street. They burn my skin and 
torture me 24-7. Yes I work. I’m coming out with this 
because my back is against the wall. They don’t want me 
loose because I will, in their words, be the most famous 
person in the country. It will be worth $250 million over a 
five year period, and 25 percent for anyone helping me. 
They have a complicated communication system with the 
lasers. I want you to put the equipment in this address. It 
will prove I telling the truth. I have numerous police 
reports on them. I’m only telling you one percent of the 
most incredible story in this country’s history. They have 
expanded their order of society to over 50 people. 

They think they’re the most powerful family in America. 
They have put their pets on 75 percent of pet commer¬ 
cials. They’re on 100 TV commercials right now. They’re 
con artists who used my incredible gifts for their selfish 
selves. They came from nothing and murdered family 
members and other people for insurance, and used me to 
get what they want. Take a chance. Bring the equipment 
to this address and you will be shocked. They may try to 
contact you, telling you they’re federal agents or private 
investigators, like you. Put one on me and you will be 
shocked how many lasers are in me. Please help I have 
nothing to lose any more. I am including photos, includ¬ 
ing lasers going Into my eyes. I have fought them tooth 
and nail mostly stupidly. This a “find of ten lifetimes,” as 
they have said. So is the story. -William 

Whatever You Say 

Dear Weird NJ: 

This is highly toxicating when every Toys ‘r’ Us is 
haunted. You should check If a store cat lives on the 
premises, as well as if Jeffrey the giraffe is missing or 
invisible on the store front sign. You people are like, 
duh. And well, your stories are slightly believable and 
apparently there’s not many stories categorized on your 
website. -Mombo 


The Sprinkler Writes In 

Dear Weird NJ: 

I watched your show last night on The Travel Channel. Nice commentary. Good job. I’ve been 
haunted since I was 4. Scary stuff. I’m called a sprinkler. They like to come to me. 

-Trevor Joe Lennon 


“Death On The DeviTs Teeth" A Good Read 

And The Wave Of Fear Throughout Bergen County In The 1970s 


Dear Weird NJ: 

Just finished the book on the Jeanette DePalma case. Very good read on very sad circumstances. 
Brought back memories of some of the other cases from when I grew up in Bergen County. 
Surprised the case of the two girls from North Bergen remained unsolved with little or no fanfare 
in following years. We routinely allow our teenage daughter to spend time at Garden State Plaza 
shopping and going to the movies there these days, but always are the ones to drop her off and 
pick her up. Scary! 

Anyway my reason for writing is the memory of a girl who I recall went missing in the early ’70s 
In Garfield. She lived on Blakely Place. Her name was Dorothy Dietrich and she attended 
Immaculate Conception grammar school in Garfield. I would have been only around 4 years old at 
the time but we lived up the street. 

My friend recalls her mother had passed away prior to what happened to Dorothy. My mother 
who Is still around at 85 years old knows more of the details. I have spoken to a friend about it over 
the years and he vaguely recalls the story as he is same age as I. It was always the big local mystery 
in that area. 

Just a memory and my mother does not believe it was ever solved. -John Mihalio 




John: We assume the 
Bergen County girls you are 
referring to are Mary Ann 
Pryor and Lorraine Kelly, who 
are featured in the book Death 
On The Devil’s Teeth. On Aug. 9, 

1974 they were dropped off to 
take a bus to the Garden 
State Plaza Mall, but it is not 
known if they took the bus or 
hitchhiked. They were found 
on Aug. 14 in a wooded area 
in Montvale and had been 
beaten, sexually assaulted 
and strangled. Although these 
horrific crimes are decades 
old, they are still open active 
cases, where families and law Lorraine Kelly and Mary Ann Pryor.Their murders are still 
enforcement want justice. unsolved 45 years later. 

In the case of Dorothy 

Dietrich, the 18-year old was found murdered on Nov. 27, 1975 in a wooded area in 
Wayne six days after her parents reported her missing. She was shot in the head three 
times. Also, two other women (28-year old Susan Heynes of Haworth and 22-year old 
Susan Reeve of Demarest) were found seven miles apart in a wooded area of Rockland 
County late in October 1975. It started a wave of fear throughout Bergen County at the 
time. A strange clue was left at the scene where Susan Reeves body was found in 
Tallman Mountain State Park. In the road embankment someone scrawled ‘Reeve,'' with 
an arrow pointing towards the woods. Robert Reldan, a house painter with a lengthy 
criminal record was convicted in 1979 for the killing of both Reeve and Reynes. And you 
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Is The Rake From Another World? 

Dear Weird NJ: 

I was watching an episode of Paranormal Caught on Camera, and 
they showed supposed footage of a Rake creature. You and the others on 
the show mentioned that this is a relatively new crypto. I was wondering 
what your thoughts might be about alien craft that have wrecked, and what 
the being might look like having crashed on a planet they were unfamiliar 
with and what they might morph into? 

How would humans change and survive on a planet that wasn’t familiar 
to us? I’m not completely sure how I feel about the footage I saw; however, 
having seen way too many things in life I cannot explain, I was wondering if 
this is somehow real, what could it be? Stranded aliens came to mind. I was 
wondering if you had any thoughts. -Ruby Canyon 

Ruby: That's an interesting theory, as good as anyone else's 
guess. 

You would think that any advanced civilization from another world 
would be more aware of what life here on earth would be like in the 


No Mention Of A Crash In Ringwood 

Dear Weird NJ: 

My name is Jeffrey Howitson. I lived in Ringwood from 1963 to 1967. 
I read the article about the Wanaque UFOs. I didn't see any mention of 
the United States Air Force aircraft that crashed in Ringwood. We under¬ 
stood those aircraft were scrambled to intercept the UFOs in the area. 

I know this because I heard the crash and went to see it. My mom 
picked up a couple pieces of the aircraft. 

Thank you for reading this, hope it is interesting. 


Where’s Andre? 

Dear Weird NJ: 

I am trying to find out about an “Andre the Giant” stencil that was found 
around the state, mostly on the Parkway or Turnpike toll booths. 

I think they were made before artist Shepard Fairey did his “Andre has a 
Posse” rectangle shape one. or the travesty of the Obey design. 

The stencil I remember has just his face, no words. 

If these did exist, I know you would be the people to have some kind of 
proof or information. My husband and I think they were from the mid-80s, 
when his wrestling career was at its height. 

Any info beyond the Fairey one, I would very much appreciate! -Katy 
ONeill 

PS. Your first published NJ state tattoo was done by my husband, Kerry 
O’Neill. Our shop is Bulldog Tattoo in Butler. 

The “Butler Boobs” article was awesome, too. I keep a list of the new ones 
who walk past and sometimes enter our shop. 

Katy: We started documenting the stencils found in New Jersey 
around 2000. Here are three of them. -Eds. 




LTD CLINIC INC: 


Sf^lgri and domestic service 
^cjaiizing in fuei injection Jr 
and compoters V 

Wiiiiam Hoiie 

president 

S7E hamburg tpk, riverdale nj 07457 




lift* is truKick without niu};ifk 


Wicca ★ Tarot ★ Astrology ★ Aromatherapy ★ Goddess 
Crystals ★ Runes ★ Tarot Cards ★ Journals Music 
Candles ★ Incense ★ Herbs ★ Oils ★ Jewelry ★ Clothing 
Statues ★ Pendulums ★ Crystal Balls ★ Scrying Mirrors 
Gift Certificates ★ Gift Baskets 
Tarot & Astrology Readings ★ Author Events & Classes 

409 Main Street, Butler, NJ 07405 
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bmautaclinic@verizan.net 

If your car has gremlins or haunted 
spirits...bring It to us! 


www.souljourney.com ★ sandi@souljourney.com 
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Weird NJ News 

Compiled By Joanne M. Austin 


IMPLODED - MERCER GENERATING STATION: Videos linked from a 
Mid-Jersey News article showed a foggy February morning in 
Hamilton Township, and a soon-to-be imploded tower from the Mercer 
Generating Station, its top disappearing into heavy fog. A countdown 
was heard, followed by someone shouting something that sounds like 
“Fire in the Hole!” And then the tower of the old, coal-fired power plant 
fell, its top emerging from the fog as it slid down into its demise. Soon 
another structure on the property experienced the same implosive 
fate. The Mid-Jersey News reported that the implosion could be felt 
eight miles away, in Allentown, and that the demolition would make 
way for warehouses. —Thanks to Ai Lukowicz 


ENGAGEMENT BLDWDUT IN HDWELL; In the 

age of mass shootings in public places, it's 
understandable that people attending a movie 
might panic upon hearing real-life explosions 
outside the theater. In January 2020, this hap¬ 
pened in Howell Township, causing a theater 
evacuation. According to an Associated Press 
story, the explosion was caused by fireworks set 
off by the friend of a couple who had just gotten 
engaged at a nearby business. Township police 
charged the man with “with a fireworks infrac¬ 
tion and disorderly conduct” and noted on their Facebook page that, 
“obviously this was a very poor decision rather than an overt act.” 

BIG DL’ BAGELS IN ‘BDKEN: Just in time to ruin people’s New Year’s 
weight loss resolutions came a January 2020 article from 
timeout.com, which sang the praises of the jumbo bagel sandwiches 
made by the O’Bagel bagelry in Hoboken. Pictures from the article and 
the O’Bagel website show bagels that are about the size of a car tire. 
Each is weighs around 30 pounds with the fillings added, and can feed 
15-20 people. The sandwiches cost $95 or $135 depending on what 
you want on them...and if you want a plain jumbo bagel, you can 
order one for $45. And then take out a loan for the cream cheese 
you’re going to need. 

ROUND VALLEY RESERVOIR RESCUE: Clinton’s Round Valley 
Reservoir has been the location of numerous drownings over the 
years; something that should make visitors a bit more aware of their 
surroundings when visiting the beautiful but potentially unforgiving 
body of water. Last December, three visitors didn’t take that into con¬ 
sideration when they wandered onto a muddy spot that, according to 
the Hunterdon Daily Voice, was normally under water but had been 
drained due to “maintenance activities.” The trio became stuck in the 
thigh-to-waist deep muck and had to be rescued with “a makeshift 
bridge made of plywood and other equipment.” 

MDNTCLAIR STATE’S MESSAGE IN A (BEER) BDHLE: Ever do home 
renovations and come across an artifact from the people who were 
involved in the construction? It’s a fun connection to the past, but usu¬ 


We love to get news and updates from Weird NJ readers! For the 
best chance of our seeing them and giving you credit, please send 
them to editor@weirdnj.com. Note that credit consists of your 
name appearing in glorious print at the end of your submission 
and not a free issue. 


ally one that doesn’t go further than a hat-tip to those who built the 
places we inhabit now. In the case of Montclair State University, they 
had the opportunity to delve much further, when a bottle containing a 
handwritten message was found while demolishing a wall at College 
Hall. The message and the bottle containing it, according to the 
Montclair Patch, had been sealed in the wall on July 3,1907. It read: 
“This is to certify that this wall was built by two bricklayers from 
Newark, N.J., by the names of William Hanly and James Lennon, 
members of No. 3 of the B.M.I.U. of America.” The intriguing find 
prompted Montclair State to look further into who Hanly and Lennon 
were, reaching out to experts and family historians, and publishing a 
story in the university’s magazine in fall 2019 that went viral. Everyone 
wanted to give these workers a background, and they did just that, get¬ 
ting insight on who they were, the lives they lived, their families, and 
their work. The university planned to Invite the families of these men 
“to a ceremony being planned after the renovations are complete and 
the note and artifacts exhibited.” 

CIRCUS DRIVE-IN CLDWN UPDATE: The Circus Drive-In in Wall 
Township was a place where generations of families ordered burgers 
and shakes from car-hops until it closed In 2017, and was then razed 
in May 2018 (Issue #51). One of the only parts of the drive-ln the 
property owners saved was Its distinct clown sign. At the end of 
November 2019, nj.com reported they were donating the sign,“to the 
township, in the hope it would be placed on public view.” A Wall 
Township committeeman told nj.com: “We’d love to take possession 
of it. Where it would go, that’s something that would have to be decid¬ 
ed on. I’m sure the committee will take a careful look at that and figure 
out the best place for it.” 


CRDSSRDADS DINER CRDSSES STATE LINE: We last reported on the 
fate of the Crossroads Diner in Belvidere, NJ in Issue #52, and long¬ 
time Weird NJ Hem and Updates contributor H.A.Jewell emailed to let 



us know that in October 2019, the diner had been transported by truck 
to a new home in New York State near the Hudson River Valley. He also 
shared a photo of the diner after it was loaded on the truck for ship¬ 
ping. JerseyBites.com described the diner’s last day In the Garden 
State, complete with a photo of the last two place settings (minus 
food) sitting on a customer table. It was destined,JerseyBites.com 
wrote, for “storage in the region of Hudson, New York, where it will 
reopen under a new name in late 2020.” The diner is in great hands, 
as the new owner, they pointed out, is a Jersey Girl. 
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ASYLUMS OF 

■hejimtheast 


Within these crumbling walls and darkened wards 

WE MAY YET GLEAN SOME TRUTHS, NOT ONLY OF WHAT LIFE 
WAS IN AN ERA LONG PAST, BUT A BETTER UNDERSTANDING 
OF OUR OWN PLACE AND TIME. 


AT TIMES IT IS WITHIN DARKNESS WHICH WE MAY SEE MOST CLEARLY 



^plprfng the Unexplained 


Paranormal King.com 




Jarred Bonica took this photo over Pompton Plains, (via WNJ Facebook). 


UFO ROUNDUP; The National UFO Reporting Center (NUFORC) 
updates their database of UFO sightings around the United States 
periodically, and upon the Oct. 4 update. LehlghValleyLive.com pub¬ 
lished an article discussing the number of sightings that appeared in 
states including New Jersey and Pennsylvania. For the Garden State, 
they also shared an Oct. 1 sighting in Columbia, NJ, where a truck 



HOUSE OF SECRETS NO MORE 

I wanted to send you an update regarding the status of 
Aberdeen’s Flouse of Secrets from issue #42, located on Cliffwood 
Avenue in Monmouth County. Sadly, the house was torn down ear¬ 
lier this year. I am sure it was due to its extreme deterioration, as 
recently the entire roof caved in. As I passed by it daily, I noticed 
that it seemed to fall apart more and more each day. It was located 
right next to the new Glassworks housing complex, so I'm sure it 
was in the way of more development. Well, now the developers can 
get that little piece of extra land I’m sure they want. This “haunted 
house” of Aberdeen is missed by many locals! -Dana D. 
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You’ll Never Know What You’ll Find In The Dump 

A reader recently found a very rare Dinshah Ghadiali “Spectro-Chrome" 
machine in a local dump. Dr. Ghadiali claimed the Spectro-Chrome device 
could miraculously cure just about all forms of human ailments without the 
aid of any drugs or surgery. All that was required for perfect health, according 
to the good doctor, was his magical machine—which was really nothing more 
than an aluminum box containing a 1,000 watt bulb and a number of small 
multi-colored windows to shine the light through onto the affected area of the 
patient's body. To cure yourself you simply had to arrange the correct combi¬ 
nations of colored lens and voila!—your malady would disappear. Read all 
about it at www.weirdnj.com 



THE JERSEY DEVIL was spotted at 
Lucille’s Country Cooking on Rt. 
539 in Barnegat. Photo: Randy Now 


driver resting at a truck stop awoke to use the bath¬ 
room and “saw a hovering band of light." The driv¬ 
er added that the light “appeared for about two sec¬ 
onds before ‘moving off in what exact direction, I 
don’t know, at an incredible speed.’” And the New 
York area radio station 1010 WINS reported in 
January 2020 about an increase in UFO sightings in 
New York City itself based on NUFORC’s database, 
writing on their website that, “three times as many 
people reported seeing UFOs in New York City last 
year than in 2018, according to new analysis." 

CLEMENTON PARK AMUSING NO MORE: Another 
New Jersey amusement park has bitten the dust. 
This time it was the 112-year-old Clementon 
Amusement Park, which closed in September 
2019, according to nj.com. It was a bit of an abrupt 
ending, surprising the organizer of a community 
festival that was to be held there in October, who 
was told the property was being sold. The park, 
nj.com reported, consisted of 27 acres on the 
banks of a 25-acre lake, and it “was among the old¬ 
est continuously operated amusement parks in the 
country.” It was also, according to the Philadelphia 
Inquirer, a “trolley park,” a destination “created 
to encourage workers and their families to ride 


streetcars on weekends.” In 2011, new owners 
renamed it Clementon Park and Splash World, and 
added new rides including a wave pool. There were 
no updates on the sale as of February 2020, and a 
link to the park’s website was no longer function¬ 
ing. —Thanks to Melissa “OCDC 1980s” Franco. 

CAMDEN’S GHOST SNIPER: Last fall, David 
Haraldson (©lostdiarist) reached out to Weird NJ 
on Twitter with a link to a story we’d not come 
across before; A sniper who in the late 1920s ter¬ 
rorized locals in the Camden, NJ vicinity. The web¬ 
site, http://www.dvrbs.com/camden/CamdenNJ- 



DETAIL FROM GHOST COMICS #1.1951 
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TheGhostSniper.htm, is maintained by Phil Cohen and includes a 
long, carefully curated collection of news clippings, mostly from 
the Camden Courier-Post that detailed a phantom sniper (aka the 
ghostly gunsman, or the mystic marksman) who was taking shots 
at cars, buses, a trolley car, storefronts, electric lights and even 
people (luckily non-fatally). Because the shootings rarely involved 
the sound of gunfire, the weapon was thought to be a slingshot or 
an air gun, and the projectiles at first ball bearings or marbles, but 
they turned out to be real bullets or screws. Sometimes the projec¬ 
tile involved was found, but it mostly seemed the only way people 
knew they or their windows had been targets was by broken glass. 
Between Nov. 1927 and February 1928, there were approximately 
50 incidents, with shootings peaking between January 25 and 
February 24. A classroom window was shot out while a school was 
in session, terrifying the kids in the room. Other victims included 
an Atco farmer known as the “Asparagus King of South Jersey,” 
and a “phantom victim” who provided the last name of Cheeseman, 
which turned out to be fake. To combat the sniper, the Camden 
Police introduced “Six machine guns, mounted in new bandit-chas¬ 
ing automobiles,” to go after the shooter, who was thought to drive 
a tan-colored car. There were also a number of copycat teenage 
shooters who were questioned, and a suspicious explosion with 
burn victims that was ultimately determined not to be related to the 
shootings The last article on the website is from Feb. 24, 2018, 
when police took two teenage suspects into custody, but the 
reporting drops off after that. The Courier-Post offered a $500 
reward to anyone who could ID the shooter(s), payable upon con¬ 
viction. But it doesn’t look like the sniper’s ID was ever learned or 
that anyone ever paid for the crimes committed. 



CAPONE SUMMER ESTATE SOLD: In February 2020, the real estate 
listing for the 36-plus acre Pine Hill, NJ estate once owned by gang¬ 
ster Al Capone showed it was pending sale. The luxurious home, 
with its four bedrooms, five full baths, and many amenities was put 
on the market in September 2019 for $1,750,000, prompting lots 
of news coverage, though more for the notoriety of its past owner 
than anything really strange about the home, where Capone lived in 
1927, according to nj.com. Back in Issue #29, Weird NJ reader 
Danielle wrote to us to confirm that Capone’s “summer home” was 
In Pine Hill (Berlin), in Camden County, set on a lake between a Boy 
Scout camp and a golf course. Employed to clean the giant place, 
she had this tidbit for us: “Far In the back of the house, you go up 
this very narrow staircase that leads to what is now an office, but 
the door to get in is a bank vault door! Just imagine what that was 
for!” 


X-RAY’S ANIMAL CORNER 

In memory of X.Ray Burns, who was Weird NJ’s Honorary Animal Editor at 
Large until he left this mortal coil in February 2019, we bring you these 
news updates from the animal kingdom. 



NO LIVESTOCK LOVE FOR VERNON TWP. MAN: In early 2019, the Vernon 
Twp. Police Department asked residents to be on the lookout for spiked 
metal devices set along the ends of long, lonely farm roads and driveways, 
designed to flatten tires. It seemed an odd, random campaign, until October 
2019, when the reason behind the tire sabotage was reported by the NJ 
Herald and the Long Valley, NJ Patch. A Vernon man set the traps and he 
targeted the owners of Sussex County farms and stables who had rejected 
his emailed and snail mailed requests “to have sex with their farm animals, 
specifically their cows and horses.” The man faced numerous charges, not 
the least of which was “procuring an animal in any kind of sexual manner 
or initating any sexual conduct with an animal.” 
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MIRAGE IN MIDDLETOWN 

By Cheryl Ann Marino 

A couple of years ago, while hiking through the heavily wooded trails near 
Whippoorwill Valley and Cooper Roads in Middletown, I veered ott a well-traveled 
path into uncharted territory and discovered something quite remarkable. As the 
trail grew narrower, a strange and out ot place pillar-like structure caught my eye, 
so I continued along on a mission tor a closer look. The path disappeared under 
my feet, and eventually produced a clearing where one pillar turned into two, then 
three, then more! I stood tor a moment in surreal silence as I took in the entire 
scene and realized I had stumbled upon the beautifully overgrown remains of a 
very old estate. 

The strange bulky pillars that had originally captured my attention were 
arranged in the shape of an ornate garden pergola, covered in thick vines and ivy. 
Next to the structure was what remained ot a beautifully elaborate marble in- 
ground swimming pool, halt filled with muddy rainwater, as well as a very vocal 
frog population. At the far end of the pool were two sets of swirling white steps 
set into an embankment leading up to where the mansion must have once stood. 
To the right were the remains ot marble spindled railings from what had been a 
balcony or patio. By the layout, it appeared that a garden of some kind had once 
existed beneath the balcony, as was indicated by yet another set ot white steps 
that matched the other two leading to the main residence. 

Beyond the pool, the weeds and overgrowth were completely impassible, but I 
knew the rest of the mansion must have been on just the other side. To validate 
this theory I headed oft to another path, which wound around and up a steep hill 
to an abandoned two-story graffiti covered cabin with a magnificent fireplace, 
where a groundskeeper may have lived. Just beyond that were two stone entrance 
pillars much like the ones at the far end of the property entrance (that appear to 
lead nowhere). Past the pillars, crumbling pavement with tall grass led to where 
a section ot earth fell away into the ground, visible only by the array ot large 
sparkling white bones scattered around its perimeter. 

I may not have known much about the estate I stumbled upon, but I was quite 
aware that time was ot the essence with the last hours of daylight dwindling. As 
I made my way over to where the main residence would have been, my friend and 








I suddenly froze where we stood. An animal at close range, and per¬ 
haps guarding the ruins, belted out the most terrifying wail I have ever 
heard—fair warning we’d better wrap things up, and soon. 

Before leaving what felt like a mirage in the middle of the woods, I 
glanced around with disappointment that there wasn’t much to see of 
the main residence. Sadly, all that remained was some of the brick 
foundation, the chimney, and two well-camouflaged brick walls so 
densely covered by ivy and overgrowth that they could barely be called 
walls any longer. The mansion, which I later learned had been owned 
by Amory Lawrence Haskell, was now completely gone: destroyed by 
fire in 1966, just three months after his death. 

To imagine what this amazing estate must have looked like, or what 
it must have been like to have lived, visited, or grown up there, you’d 
have to know a little about the Haskell family, who once called this for¬ 
mer 40-room brick house and garden, as well as other residences, 
barns, and outer buildings at Woodland Farm their home. 

If you’ve heard of horse racing or of Monmouth Park Racetrack, 



you’ve certainly heard of Amory L. Haskell (1893-1966), Monmouth 
Park Jockey Club’s first (and only) president and chairman. In the 
1940s Haskell successfully lobbied the New Jersey state legislature for 
a constitutional amendment to allow for pari-mutuel horse betting, and 
in 1946 along with a distinguished group of business partners, estab¬ 
lished the Monmouth Park Racetrack in Oceanport. He led the organi¬ 
zation through its opening and continued at the helm for the rest of his 
life. In 1968, Haskell’s prominent name and memory was honored with 
the establishment of the Amory L. Haskell Handicap, a race for older 
horses, and in 1981, the Haskell name was transferred to a mile and an 
eighth invitational for the nation’s top three year-old thoroughbreds. 

The Haskell name is known well beyond the scope of horse racing at 
Monmouth Racetrack. A Princeton University graduate. Amory L. had 
followed the example of his father, Jonathan Amory Haskell (1861- 
1923) as a businessman, serving as Vice President of Exports at 
General Motors before going on to form the Triplex Safety Glass 
Company as president, and chairman of the board. During World War 
I he served for two years with the Naval Aviation Service and estab¬ 
lished the growth of the Monmouth Park Charity Ball. Neighbors, 
friends and family will recall that, beginning in 1932, he hosted the 



The J. Amory Haskell estate in 1920. It was destroyed by a fire in 1966. Picture source: 
Gabrielan, Randall. Middletown Township. Vol. 3, Arcadia, 1997 



Part of the grand staircase as it looks today. 
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annual Haskell Hunt at his Woodland Farm estate, where he bred thorough¬ 
bred horses. 

Knowing a gala event such as the Haskell Hunt had taken place on the same 
grounds where I stood among the estate ruins made me truly feel as though I 
was a part of history. Hundreds had been invited to this full-day society gath¬ 
ering, complete with a horse race, foxhunt, and champagne brunch. Guests 
were treated to china-laden tables with linen cloths, candelabras, white-gloved 
waiters, and flowers atop the tables. The Hunt continued for many years, albeit 
with scaled back formalities, until 1996. 

Shortly after the passing of his father in 1923. Haskell married Annette 
Tilford (1900-1946), who was passionate about horses and the one to inspire 
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his interest in thoroughbreds. Together, the Haskells raised five children: Anne 
Tilford (Haskell) Ellis (1924-2006). Margaret Riker (Haskell) Ross (1925- 
1999), Amory L. Haskell. Jr. (1928-1970), Elizabeth “Isabelle” (Haskell) de 
Tomaso, and Hope (Haskell) Jones. Growing up a Haskell at a place like 
Woodland Farm, it is of no surprise that all in the Haskell clan were interested 
in racehorses, well into their adult years. 

Haskell seemed to have acquired much of his varied interests from both par¬ 
ents. His father. J. Amory had an aptitude for business as he served as vice 
president of General Motors Corporation and also of E.l. duPont de Nemours 
Co. His career was devoted to manufacturing mainly automobiles and gun¬ 
powder. He also served as president of both the Repauno Chemical Company 
of Wilmington DE, and the Laflin & Rand Powder Company. 

Haskell’s mother, Margaret Riker Haskell (1864-1942), gravitated toward the 
arts, and had an earnest Interest in music and local history. Over the years she 
had acquired an impressive collection of American antiques, many of which 
were donated to the Monmouth County Historical Association. A trendsetter 
for her time, Margaret refurnished a historic Middletown home known as 
“Marlpit Hall" with the Haskell Americana furniture collection, and it became 
the first restored house museum in the region. According to Bernadette 
Rogoff, the Historical Association’s director of collections, Margaret was "one 
of the finest collectors of 18th century American decorative arts.” as she not 
only had an eye for quality antiques, she was also drawn to smaller quirky, 
interesting and unusual artifacts. 

Margaret married J. Amory in 1891 in Manhattan, NY before eventually tak¬ 
ing residence in Middletown, NJ, and the method in which they did this was 
perhaps most impressive of all their accomplishments. In 1910, the couple 
arranged to have Margaret’s family mansion at Oak Hill (Queens, NY) moved 
by water to the Haskells’ new 240-acre estate in Middletown. Years later, 

“Aulde House” as it came to be 
called, was renovated and 
more rooms were added. This 
Is where many of Margaret’s 
valued antique collectibles 
were housed. 

The same year Aulde House 
was moved to Middletown, the 
Haskells also built a 40-room 
brick mansion off 
Whippoorwill Valley Road 
known as the “J. Amory 
Haskell House,” now in com¬ 
plete ruin on the Woodland 
Farm tract. This house seems 
most mysterious of all, as there 
is no record of anyone ever 
actually living in it. Though it 
was originally built for family 
members, it was mostly used 
as storage for mementos, doc¬ 
uments, and other personal items. The brick house, pool, and gardens are 
nestled smack in the middle of each parcel of land that has been sold off in 
more recent years. It’s almost as if this part of the estate never really existed 
at all, and still doesn’t. 

It is difficult to imagine the cruel irony to befall the J. Amory Haskell House, 
considering Haskell was a man who took every precaution to protect the state- 
of-the-art stables and elaborate dormitories at Monmouth Park Racetrack 
from a devastating stable fire; yet, a brick home on his property was destroyed 
in this way. A water hydrant was even discovered among the ruins, making it 
evident that preventative measures had been put in place near this estate. It is 
unknown how the house burned down, but some believe it may have been the 
result of an electrical fire. 

Each and every abandoned ruin has a story to tell — whether it be happy, 
sad, tragic, or a bittersweet combination of all. The well-preserved 100 year- 
old ruins of the Haskell Estate conjure images of a place once so full of life and 
happiness—elaborate parties held in the garden, children splashing in the 
pool, family and friends relaxing in one of the shaded pergolas, horses being 
taken out for a run, or relaxing after dinner strolls around the magnificent 
expansive grounds of Woodland Farm—and from what I’ve learned of the 
Haskell family, there is likely much truth to what I had envisioned the estate to 
be in its golden years. 

Though the estate appeared storybook in terms of social and charity events, 
the Haskell family has also had their share of tragedy throughout the genera- 



Haskell’s Estate Remembered 

As far as Whippoorwill is concerned, I never experienced anything 
"freaky" there. I've been there many times, all throughout my teenage 
years, and even a few times since adulthood. There is actually a really 
beautiful foundation there off the road. You can see the two stone pillars 
still standing there, like an old invitation to welcome you in. They’re so 
overgrown that I have even missed them a few times. My mom used to 
tell me stories about it from her younger days. She and her friends would 
venture through the trails. She told me of a quaint little caretaker's cot¬ 
tage with beautiful flowers painted above the fireplace, large cement 
columns lining what was perhaps once a beautiful garden, and a large in- 
ground pool. She said there was a balcony overlooking a cliff into a field. 
When my friend and I finally found all of these things, we were amazed. 
It was still very much abandoned, and just as beautiful as my mother 
described it. It must have been a magnificent estate in its time. -Megan 
McVay 
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It is difficult to imagine the cruel irony to befall the J. Amory Haskell 
House, considering Haskell was a man who took every precaution to pro¬ 
tect the state-of-the-art stables and elaborate dormitories at Monmouth 
Park Racetrack from a devastating stable fire; yet, a brick home on his 
property was destroyed in this way. A water hydrant was even discovered 
among the ruins, making it evident that preventative measures had been 
put in place near this estate. It is unknown how the house burned down, 
but some believe it may have been the result of an electrical fire. 
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tions. Just months prior to the opening of the 
Monmouth Park Racetrack in 1946. Haskell’s wife 
Annette was killed in an automobile accident on her way 
home from the horse races in Hialeah, FL; his son 
Amory L. Haskell, Jr. died in a plane crash at 42 years 
old. along with his brother-in-law John Corson Ellis 
(who had married Amory Jr.’s sister Anne), while they 
were returning from a business trip in Canada: and 
Haskell’s grandson, Amory L. Haskell III (1956-1992) 
died at home at the young age of 35. 

It’s been said that Haskell was buried on his 
Woodland Farm Estate; however, I don’t see how that’s 
possible. Even though The Woodland Farm Estate 
Cemetery may have at some point been established on 
the grounds, I suspect none actually exists now. Only 
tall marshy grass with a stream running through what 
appears to be wetlands is at the estate cemetery 
address provided, eerily not too far from the notorious¬ 
ly haunted “Crybaby Bridge" on Cooper Road. 

I was able to locate Amory L. Haskell’s modest head- 
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stone at Fairview Cemetery, next to his second wife 
Blanche Angell Haskell (1912-1999), who he married 
in 1959. Whether or not he and Blanche are actually 
there is anyone’s guess, since records indicate that 
Blanche had died in Vermont, and was cremated. 

Although there weren’t any posted signs when I 
was there, The Haskell Estate ruins are on private 
property and OFF LIMITS. One of the properties on 
Whippoorwill Valley Rd. was recently sold, and there 
are new stringent security measures in place on the 
property as well as the surrounding land. In light of 
this, I would not dare return to the ruins, but I will 
never forget the breathtaking allure of them or the 
rich history surrounding the Haskell family and their 
amazing historical contribution to the horseracing 
industry, as well as the art community. 

As far as why the pool and gardens remained so 
well preserved while the brick mansion met a fiery 
fate: why Haskell is believed to be buried on the 
grounds of his great estate—yet the estate cemetery 
seems nothing more than an overgrown swamp 
along one of Middletown’s most haunted roads; or 
why his headstone was actually discovered at a dif¬ 
ferent location than originally publicized is just not 
known, and may always remain a mystery. The histo¬ 
ry and any family secrets with regard to the Haskell 
Estate are now forever sealed off behind posted 
signs, barricades and security cameras that line the 
Woodland Farm property. 

ON THE COVER 
CALICO, THE “EVIL CLOWN” OF MIDDLETOWN 

He’s been a familiar roadside fixture to motorists traveling along Route 35 
in Middletown since 1956, but the brightly colored clown known as “Calico” 
has such a beguiling look about him that drivers still scratch their heads in 
wonderment at the sight of him. The 30-foot-tall steel sign, which once 
rotated on a motorized spindle, was originally built to advertise Joseph 
Azzolina’s Food Circus store (the predecessor to today’s Foodtown super¬ 
market chain). The giant clown’s slyly sinister grin and blood-red tipped 
index finger have earned it the nickname the “Evil Clown of Middletown” in 
popular culture. The moniker was perhaps first coined by local author Doug 
Kirby, of Roadside America fame, who grew up in the area and remembers 
marveling at the odd icon from an early age. 

For many years now the former Food Circus market has been reappointed 
as a liquor store, so the once obvious conceptual connection of the clown 
character has long since been lost. Today nobody is really sure just what 
local sign painter Leslie Worth Thomas, of the Road Ad Sign Company, was 
thinking when he dreamt up the image of the of sneering harlequin, which 
seems to be wagging his finger disapprovingly at passing cars. If in fact it 
is a finger at all — some have speculated that it is actually either an ice cream 
cone or a cigar. In any case, chances are we will never know for certain, as 
Leslie Thomas died in 2003 at the age of 90, leaving us with not just one, 
but two enigmatically smiling New Jersey faces to ponder. The other one 
being the manically grinning visage of Tillie, which once gazed down from 
the fagade of the Palace Amusements building in Asbury Park. 

Clown images such as Calico and Tillie have a long history of being 
employed as advertising vehicles for popular shore attractions. The closest 
clown kin to Calico is undoubtedly the Circus Drive-In restaurant clown in 
Wall Township, which featured an equally deranged character on its road¬ 
side sign, while Coney Island and Atlantic City both featured Tillie-like faces 
on their boardwalk amusement piers. According to Bob Crane of the Save 
Tillie Foundation, Tillie, with his swooping hairdo and Cheshire-cat grin, was 
originally inspired by the image known as the Steeplechase fun face, which 
first appeared at Coney Island in 1897. The image glared out from the glass 
facade of Steeplechase Park, was used as a symbol on rides, on tickets and 
as an advertising logo until the 1964 closure and ultimate demolition of 
Steeplechase Park. 

The Asbury Park image, which Thomas painted around 1950, is related to 
the Steeplechase face by stylistic similarities, and also much more. The 


name “Tillie" is shorthand for Tilyou, the 
family name of the father of Coney Island’s 
amusement park, George Cornelius Tilyou. 
Furthermore, there are strong familial 
resemblances between Tillie and the pho¬ 
tographs of George C. Tilyou and his 
brother, Edward J. Tilyou, who may have been the model for the caricature. 
Prior to his death, Thomas confessed that he could not remember whether 
he designed the face himself or if Tillie’s likeness was supplied by the client. 
Central Amusement Corp. of Asbury Park. Almost certainly though, whoever 
designed Tillie intended it to be an homage to the Steeplechase fun face, 
mimicking the image as closely as possible without upsetting the Tilyous 
(who were known to threaten legal actions against copycats—even though 
the Steeplechase Park image was never protected by a trademark.) 

The Evil Clown has not always been popular with some residents of 
Middletown, especially when years of exposure to the elements faded the 
once bold primary colors of Calico to drab, aged pastel hues. In the spring 
of 2011 the clown was cleaned, renovated and repainted, the owners vowing 
to preserve the Evil Clown as a unique symbol of Middletown pride. In June 
2016, nj.com reported that the developer for the property that Calico has 
long stood upon said the roadside icon “is a classic” that “is going to be part 
of the development.” Said development being a ‘“premier town center’ with 
residential units and a shopping center.” The Two River Times reported that 
the “state Department of Environmental Protection’s Historic Preservation 
Office and Division of Land Use Regulation are working with the developer 
on a plan to protect Calico on the development site.” The developer’s web¬ 
site (http://www.shoppesatmiddletown.com) includes a 2017 article by 
GlobeSt.com, in which the president of the development company said they 
would preserve the sign, but move it to where it would “still be on Route 35 
close to the area where the new jughandle will split off Route 35 N to the 
realigned Kings Highway East.” Their website says the new shopping area 
will open in 2021. So it seems Calico will remain as the town’s unofficial 
mascot. As for Tillie, our friends at Paranormal Books and Curiosities 
checked with their official contacts in Asbury Park in June 2019 to confirm 
that both he and the Bumper Car paintings are still safe in storage, remain¬ 
ing an enduring symbol long after the 2004 demolition of the Palace 
Amusements building. 
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A ROVER 
UPDATE! 

My son came 
across Rover's 
headstone in the 
woods near Aloe 
Street and Cologne 
Avenue in Cologne 
NJ (Atlantic County) 
while he was geo¬ 
caching. This is not 
visible at all from 
the street. Looks 
like Rover was laid 
to rest in 1935. 

—Charlene 



THE GRAVE AMONGST THE PINES 

This is a gravestone of the girl named Atkinson in the Greenwood Forest Wildlife Management 
Area in the Pine Barrens. -Jeff Heilbrun 


ONLY BOGEYS OF 
ANOTHER KIND 
AT THIS COURSE 

At the Preakness Valley Golf Course in 
Wayne, you may encounter a boogey- 
man. Not a bogeyman as in a one-over- 
par goiter. We mean the scary kind. As 
the picture shows, the 11th tee on this 
golf course sits a mere 30 feet from a 
cemetery where some tombstones date 
back to the 1840s. When they built this 
course, couldn't Passaic County have 
gotten eminent domain over the creepy 
gravesite so as not to scare the living 
golfers? -Greg Sedlacek 
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THE KIDDIE CAR GRAVE 

Here's a great headstone for Mr. Harold M. Williams I found in a cemetery in Rocky Hill a 
couple years back—and I finally got back for some decent photos. It's at least as big as a 
kiddie car and makes me wonder about the man and the story behind the choice of marker. 
'Tis the season for roadside rambles and cemetery safaris! -Kate Philbrick 


THE SAD TALE OF CHARLES NEWMAN 

Cemeteries are both places of quiet remembrance for those 
who have passed on as well as a source material for those 
interested in their local history. One such location in the Point 
Pleasant area is White Lawn Cemetery on Gowdy Avenue. 
Those laid to rest there include notable local founding figures 
as well as several markers to those lost in the shipwrecks that 
were common off our shores in the 1800s. 

There is a particular marker at White Lawn that can be best 
described as curious. It is a dark marble obelisk about 7 feet 
tall and it is the resting place of the Newman family: mother 
Sallie (1880-1931), father John (1878-1968) and a son. 
Charles (1904-1916), who left this earth at the all-too-young 
age of 13. 

What intrigues is the inscription on Charles’ panel. It reads, 
“I AM NOT AFRAID, GOD HAS MY HEART. V-A-N-l-S-H-E-D, I 
HAVE DISAPPEARED MAMMA.” 

What could possibly be the story behind this century-old 
marker? A search of the Asbury Park Press archives revealed 
the circumstances of how Charles died in its October 14,1916 
edition. 

Funeral of Charles Newman 

POINT PLEASANT, October 14—Funeral services for Charles 
W. Newman. 13 year old son of Mr. and Mrs. John H. Newman, 
who died at the home of his parents in West Point Pleasant as 
the result of lockjaw, were held yesterday afternoon from his 
late resident. Rev Elijah Reed of Belford officiating. Burial was 
made in White Lawn Cemetery by Director J.H. Harvey. 

Young Newman became ill last week following an accident on 
the beach when an express wagon in which he was coasting 
turned over. He was thrown out and his groin pierced by a 
sharp splinter. 

Lockjaw is the result of a tetanus infection, where the breath¬ 
ing muscles including the throat and jaw go into severe con¬ 
traction. The end of this terrible ordeal is suffocation. In 1916 
medical science did have not effective treatment for tetanus as 
we do today. 

As for the sad if not somewhat whimsical inscription on 
young Charles’ marker, one can only speculate. Perhaps he was 
a youthful fan of Harry Houdini? At that time Houdini was the 
biggest star in the world: it is quite possible young Charles was 
one of the escape artist’s many admirers. Perhaps it was a nod 
to the dreams of young man taken too soon. -James Malone 



FROM HORIZONTAL TO VERTICAL 

When I was a boy I lived in Bricktown and there was a chapel graveyard on Hooper 
Avenue in Silverton where they exhumed the bodies in the cemetery plots closest to the 
road and buried them vertically so they could expand the highway. 

The chapel used to be a playhouse when I was young, my mother was Peter Pan in a play. 
I used to catch toads in the basement. I have always been fascinated by the front cemetery 
plots being under the highway. People drive by every day and do not notice the headstones 
lining the curb. The chapel is the site of Action Pest Control today. -Clayton Eisne 
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SPINNING ’ROUND 

THE TRAFFIC CIRCLE GRAVES 

OF A.C.’S FIRST FAMILY 


Though not as common today, traffic circles were once a staple 
of the New Jersey driving experience. Most of our older readers 
will no doubt remember the sheer terror of attempting to merge 
onto one of these chaotic roundabouts as other motorists madly 
dashed around them willy-nilly, as if fueled by adrenaline and 
centrifugal force. Though many of these automotive merry-go- 
rounds have now been straightened out, bypassed or ramped 
over, several of the treacherous turnstiles still exist to strike the 
fear of vehicular homicide into the hearts of young and inexperi¬ 
enced drivers. Though perhaps only one traffic circle in the state 
can claim that death is on permanent display within Its circum¬ 
ference. 

Located just off the causeway leading into the southern portion 
of Atlantic City there’s a small traffic circle found In a quiet sub¬ 
urban neighborhood in the town of Northfield. Its name is Oxford 
Circle, and like many of the other nearby avenues, such as 
Cornwall, Surrey and Yorkshire, it was named in honor of the 
early settlers of the area, most of whom came here from England 
around the 1670s. Within the perimeter of the circle there’s a 
raised mound of ground about 50 feet across and five feet high. 
At the crest of the grassy little hill there are four humble looking 
tombstones. A crudely laid eight step cinderblock stairway leads 
up the bluff to the graves, and if you strain to read the badly 
weathered inscription on the oldest stones you can just barely 
make out the name. “Leeds.” 

Leeds is one of the most ubiquitous names in southern New 
Jersey history, due to the family’s early settlement of the area and 
its many branches. If fact, the Jersey Devil himself is even said 
to be a descendant of the Leeds clan. Another prominent mem¬ 
ber of the family was Jeremiah Leeds (1754-1838), who served 
as a lieutenant in the Gloucester County Militia during the 
Revolutionary War. His is the grave at the center of this odd road- 
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side burial mound. 

After the war Jeremiah became the first permanent settler of 
“Absecon Island,” which is now known as Atlantic City, when he 
moved there from Leeds Point along with his ten children in 
1783. When he first arrived the island was a complete wilderness 
and he set about to build a cabin of cedar logs and clear the near¬ 
by land to create a farm known as Leeds Plantation. He farmed 
corn and rye and raised what today would be called “free range” 
cattle in the area where the Atlantic City Expressway now comes 
to an end. 

After suffering with lip cancer for 40 years, Jeremiah died on 
October 10, 1838 at the 251-acre Leeds Plantation and was 
buried in the Steelman (his first wife’s maiden name) family bur¬ 
ial ground in Northfield. In the 1950s his remains and headstone 
were moved to Oxford Circle in Northfield in order to make room 
for a housing development. 

By the time he died, Jeremiah owned more than 1,000 acres on 
Absecon Island. Though he didn’t live to see the island become 
the seaside resort we now know as Atlantic City, his family’s 
influence there continued for many years. 

Leeds’ second wife Millicent was granted a business license to 
operate Atlantic City’s first establishments: a tavern and boarding 



Jeremiah Leeds (1754-1838) forever directs traffic around the Oxford 
Circle. 


house called “Aunt Millie’s Boarding House.” Prior to 1854 most 
of the homes in Atlantic City were owned and built by descen¬ 
dants of Jeremiah Leeds. When his son Chalkley S. Leeds ran to 
become Atlantic City’s first mayor there were only 21 registered 
voters on the island, most of whom were also Leeds, and his son 
Robert became the first postmaster of Atlantic City. 

Today, a historical sign commemorating the role Jeremiah 
Leeds played in the Revolutionary War and the creation of 
Atlantic City can be found near the corner of North Michigan and 
Atlantic Avenues in Atlantic City, where the Leeds Plantation was 
once located. But if you’d like visit his (hopefully) final resting 
place, head over the bay from A.C. and into Northfield, where you 
can do a drive around and pay your respects. 




HEY WHAT? 


First time I've ever had a friendly greeting in a cemetery? Or a call for help? 

-Todd Hollritt 



HOPING THE BEST 
FOR HOPEWELL 

This is Hopewell Cemetery 
on South Grove Street in 
Sicklerville. The graves date 
back to the Revolutionary War 
era and include the resting 
places of Thomas Penn, a 
descendant of William Penn, 
and William Norcross, 1st 
Lieutenant to George 
Washington. 

Some of the graves are so 
old, you can't even read the 
headstones. Others are almost 
fully buried beneath the 
ground or broken into pieces, 
and all of the flowers decorat¬ 
ing the graves are artificial. 

-Hannah E. 
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RANDOLPH DEVIL 
SIGHTING 

It was dark out, and I was having a 
smoke with a friend. We looked out at 
the same time and 10 feet away in 
front of us was the Jersey Devil! It 
was tall, like 7-8 ft. It had big red 
eyes and something like antlers of 
average size. If it was a deer it would 
have to be the biggest deer on two 
feet I’ve ever seen. I don’t think it had 
massive wings but it had a larger 
body mass: not fat but broad. No rec¬ 
ollections of a tail. 

I swear it was real tall and had red 
eyes! It was scary! It appeared quick¬ 
ly and wasn’t too loud, like it landed 
right in front of us! Just showed up 
staring directly at us. It was barely 
noticeable until it was right in front of 
us. 

It was very quick and fast moving. 

It turned around ran off and so did 
my friend and I. My friend grabbed 
my leg and tripped me to get ahead 
of me! We haven’t spoken about it 
since, but now I have a strong urge 
to report and investigate the sighting. 



NORTHERN NJ SWAMP THING 

I swear to god this is a real story. I still get the chills re-telling it. This was about 15 years ago (2004) in 
northern New Jersey. A friend and I were riding our bikes from his house to mine. It was probably 9:30-10:00 
PM in the summer so it was pitch black when we were coming down the road. He only lived four houses down 
from me so it was only about 1,500 ft from his house to mine. In front of my house is a “swamp" as to the 
legal deed of my parent's house, and across the road on the other side is a swamp as well. 

We were approximately 200 ft from my driveway (right before the swamp begins) and this “thing” came out 
of the swamp about 50-70 ft in front of us. It was tall, say 6’ at least, long lanky legs, long arms that looked 
like they could almost touch the ground. I don’t know if it had hair or fur, I wasn’t close enough to it, and the 
road was basically pitch black except for the light from neighboring houses. It walked on its back legs, and kind 
of lumbered out of the swamp like it kinda used its front legs sometimes to help run, but definitely a rear, two 
legged something. 

Anyway, this thing came out of the swamp and went to the middle of the street, turned to us and made this 
weird, bloodcurdling scream/growl/hissing sound, which I wish I had on tape because I cannot duplicate it. 
After it made this noise, it ran across the street into the other swamp/woods. Well my friend and I almost shit 
our pants where we stood, U-turned our bikes and high-tailed it the hell out of there. We took a few minutes 
to collect our thoughts and analyze WTF just happened. We agreed that we both saw the same exact thing but 
had no idea what it was. After regaining our courage we bolted back down the road to my house. 

Since that day I have never seen or heard that thing again. (And for the record we were both 100% sober, 
too young to being doing drugs or alcohol). We have deer, coyotes and black bears but I’ve seen them all and 
this was nothing of that sort. The swampy area is probably only a foot or so deep. I told my parents but they 
just said, “Oh, that’s weird” and kinda brushed it off. We didn’t go look for prints. We were young and scared 
shitless. Definitely would have gone back if it happened to me now. It was walking on two (legs), but its front 
appendages were very long, like it couid use them to run if it needed to. I wasn’t close enough to get a good 
look at the head and honesty I was so scared I was kinda frozen in place until it ran off and I came to my senses 
and we booked it the hell outta there.” -DC 

From Phantoms and Monsters: Pulse Of The Paranormal Dec 17, 2019 


From then on I was so scared to go 
back out to smoke. Every time we did 
we took a paintball gun and a bat. It’s 
always nerve wracking to go outside. 

I could find my friend and we can 
do a testimony. This was in Randolph 
NJ, in the middle of the fall. I haven’t 
seen it since but I swear to God it 
was most definitely real. 

I looked into it but it seems unusual 
that it would be in North Jersey. This 
thing is more real than dragons. I 
have no explanation other than it was 
terrifying. Why did it do what it did? I 
don’t know. I’m probably never going 
to see it again. Actually I hope I never 
see it again. -Mike D. N. 



WITNESSED THE JERSEY DEVIL UP NORTH 

I have a Jersey Devil story...or something that came awfully 
close to resembling the Jersey Devil. My wife is very skeptical 
because we live in North Jersey and I saw this strange animal 
in Florham Park. It was December 2014, and dark and starting 
to snow. I was driving and approaching my usual gas station 
when something darted out in the street, running past my car. 

It was only about four feet high. Its legs were very bird-like 
except they were exceptionally long, probably half the ani¬ 
mal’s height. The creature’s upper body was moving in a 
slightly gyrating motion. It was somewhat human-like in its 
appearance, very skinny and certainly furry. I could barely 
make out the shape of the head other than it having a longer 
snout, sort of like a dog. 

The creature ran on two legs but because it was dark I could 
not see the arms. It ran at a speed equal to a quick jog of a 
human. It ran from the north end of the road to the south and 
I did not see where it went. I never saw it again and of course 
everyone I’ve told this story to said it was either a fox, a rac¬ 
coon or a chicken. It was certainly none of those animals. I 
have never seen an animal anywhere in the world that resem¬ 
bled it. -Keith G. 

We spoke with Keith G. to tell him about another cryptid 
creature that was witnessed in the Florham Park area in issue 
m. -Eds. 
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THE STRANGE GIRL 
IN THE CLOAK 


It was October—late 1980s, and I was working at a deli in New Jersey 
that was next to a train station. I was chatting with my coworkers about 
how I was planning to dress up for Halloween in a couple of weeks. I 
decided on a Gypsy theme since I already had much of the outfit (skirt, 
head scarf, beads, tambourine, jewelry etc.) but I wanted something else 
to complete the Gypsy look. Someone suggested that I get Tarot cards so 
I could do “readings” at the Halloween party. 

“Great idea” I said, “but where do I get Tarot cards?” There were no 
places in the area that sold them and this was before the internet and 
Amazon, so I was at a loss. 

Just then, a young woman I had never seen before came up to the count¬ 
er to talk to me. She was about 18 years old, petite with long hair that was 
under a hood of a floor-length black cape with a bright red lining. “I am 
Holly and I know where you can get Tarot cards,” she said. “There is a 
place in New York city called the Magickal Childe (it closed in 1999) that 
has hundreds of different Tarot cards.” 

“Where is it?” I asked. 

She gave me the address and said, “You will like this shop." 

I was quite taken with this mysterious woman, as she was very different 
from the usual customers that came into the store. I couldn’t take my eyes 
off of her, and was transfixed, very calm and almost in a daze for the time 
she was there. Before she left, she told me that she had Tarot cards that I 
could borrow and would bring them to me. I thanked her and she left. We 
talked about her for the rest of the day. I really didn't think she would ever 
return, nor did I think she would bring me her own Tarot cards. 

At the time I didn’t know that Tarot cards are very personal items to the 
individual who owns them. They are sacred to people who use them and 
are never loaned out because of the spiritual connection between the read¬ 
ers and their cards. 

I had off from work the next couple of days and decided to go into the 
city to the Magickal Childe bookshop with a friend. We went on a Sunday 
and I wasn’t scheduled to work again until Monday. 

Magickal Childe was a Wiccan/Pagan/occult shop that sold books, 
scents, chimes, tarot cards and other mystical accoutrements. It also had 
a space for tarot card readings. The shop was filled from floor to ceiling 
with everything mystical. There were black cats walking around and a 
scent of incense and musk wafted in the air. I was enchanted. 

When I inquired about buying tarot cards, I was given a HUGE book 
binder that had pages of available tarot cards. Which one to buy? I started 
to feel guilty because the only reason I was purchasing these cards was for 
entertainment value. The people in this shop took their beliefs VERY SERI¬ 
OUSLY and I thought to myself, “I have to pick my tarot cards carefully and 
not just on a whim.” I looked at the descriptions and meanings of the 
designs and colors and selected two that I really liked. The woman behind 
the counter asked if I wanted the book that accompanied the tarot cards (I 
did). I settled on the “Aquarian” cards and made my purchase. We were 
probably there about an hour or more but time seemed to move much 
more slowly. I felt lightheaded and euphoric when we left the shop. 

When I returned to work on Monday, my coworker said, “A package was 



MAGICKAL 



left for you on Saturday, it was from that strange girl in the cloak.” Did 
Holly really come back with her tarot cards? 

“Did you see where she came from” I asked. 

“From the train station. She then went to the New York-bound platform.” 

Holly did not make any purchases and came to the deli only to drop off 
the package. There was a brown paper bag with distinctive writing on it. It 
read; “Please take good care of these, I will be back to receive them. 
Happy Samhain. Holly.” There were rune markings and writing in Sanskrit 
on the bag as well. (The word Rune means “secret,” “whisper” or “some¬ 
thing hidden.” Sanskrit is a mystical/sacred syllable in the Dharmic 
regions.) Excited and intrigued, I opened up the bag to find a well-worn set 
of Aquarian tarot cards, the EXACT SAME SET that I had purchased on 
Sunday. Holly came into the store on Saturday (when I was not working) 
and I went to Magickal Childe the next day on Sunday. There was no way 
she could have known which tarot cards I purchased that day. How could 
this possibly be? Was this a hoax? Or was this something more? 

I went to the Halloween party but did not perform “fake readings.” I 
didn’t need to. The story of Holly and the Aquarian tarot cards were enter¬ 
taining enough. People were a bit freaked out by my story, but mostly I felt 
that something spiritual and mystical had happened to me. It stays with me 
to this day. 

About a week or two later Holly came back to collect her Tarot cards. I 
saw her one last time (still in the black cloak) and I thanked her for the 
cards. I mentioned that I had bought the same cards at Magickal Childe. “I 
know” she said and smiled. She left and I never saw her again. 

I often think of this experience and still try to gain meaning from it. I have 
a deeper respect in the occult and tarot card readings. I have become 
enlightened. -Lori Daskowicz 
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WHERE THE STREETS HAVE NCTNAME: ^ ^ * 

A VISIT TO BAMBER LAKE AND CARUSOVH-LEf JANUARY 2020 


On an unusually warm day in early January, my dad and took our bikes to a 
spot that Weird NJ has covered for years: Bamber Lake. Located in a secluded 
part of the expansive Lacey Township in Ocean County, Bamber Lake appears 
almost like an oasis among the endless pines in the area. Immediately upon 
arrival, we were greeted by a pony-tailed, middle-aged man In a pink sweat¬ 
shirt riding around on a skateboard in the parking lot next to the lake. We 
decided to park In another lot at the former location of Camp Columbus on the 
northeast side of the lake. Other than the character on the skateboard, there 
was nobody else around and not a single car parked anywhere. 

After unloading the bikes, we embarked on our 
journey, riding on a crumbling asphalt road 
through the thick pine forests to the former 
neighborhood of Carusoville, NJ. Carusoville 
(sometimes spelled “Caruso Village”) has been 
written about in this magazine before, however, I 
have always wondered why it was abandoned. 

After doing some research, I learned that the 
State Division of Fish, Game, and Wildlife pur¬ 
chased Carusoville in the mid 1980s after the 
state discovered leaking septic systems through¬ 
out the neighborhood of approximately a dozen 
structures, many inhabited by members of the 
Caruso extended family. The residents were 
ordered to vacate the community, which would 
become a part of the Greenwood Wildlife 
Management Area. Several residents did not Ini¬ 
tially comply, including an elderly man who 
ended up living in a small shack on the site until 
his passing around 2000. 

After approximately a mile bike ride into the 
forest behind Bamber Lake, my dad and I 
approached an intersection with concrete curbs. 

The crumbling asphalt continued left, as the road 
we were on turned to sand straight in front of us. 

Turning left down the unnamed curbed road, we 
could hear the sound of revving engines in the 
distance, likely coming from ATVs. The density 
of the endless expanse of encroaching pine for¬ 


est was starting to feel suffocating. No sky, no water, just pine. Suddenly, the 
road opened up into another intersection with two cul-de-sacs branching out 
from either side. We had arrived in Carusoville. Gone were nearly any traces 
of the houses that once sat around these curbed dead-ends, and instead were 
piles of wood likely used by late-night partiers for bonfires. Beer cans and bot¬ 
tles were scattered everywhere, as well as coolers and makeshift seating. 
Continuing down the main street, we came up to the bank of the lake the com¬ 
munity once overlooked. An old tire, another cooler, and additional debris 
floated in the water. 
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The ominous-looking Bamber Lake. 


We proceeded on the sand road along the lake through other areas of the for¬ 
mer community, passing by random roadside clearings and foundations indicat¬ 
ing where homes once stood. 

Not wanting to venture too far, I stopped my bike to check our location on my 
phone’s maps app, and then watched my dad catch up to me. Suddenly, a gray¬ 
haired man on a bike bolted out of the woods right behind my him. Luckily, he 
turned out to just be a local out for ride on a 60-degree January day like us. It 
was startling to encounter another human in such an remote area. Continuing a 
little further into the backroads of Carusoville, we decided to turn around when 
the road gave way to large, impassable mud puddles. We ventured back through 
the center of Carusoville, down the desolate curb-lined stretch of asphalt, and 
back out to the wide-open sky of Bamber Lake. We made it out without any car 
chases; however, my dad and I both agreed that we would never want to be back 
there after dark. -Daniel Spinelli 



ONE-MAN BAND HELD 
AFTER ZIG-ZAG DRIVE 

1 Glend&le. July 23.—Albert Ott, 60. 

I of Dulchtown road, Kresson. waa re¬ 
committed to the Camden County 
Hospital at Lakeland yesterday after 
he had been arrested »everal days 
previously by Police „ 

Carter, of Voorhees township, while 
driving his car in a zlg-xag 
along the atate highway near West 
Berlin. Traffic was tied up along the 
highway when Carter arrived. 

Carter found the man steering ^e 
car with his knees and using his 
hands to play a one man band, coi^ 
posed of a bass drum, kettle drum 
and cymbals. 

* Mrs. Josephine Ott, 45. the ■ 

wife, who la the sole support of her¬ 
self husband and 18-year- old crippled 
i I son. William, turned over to Chlei 
Carter a .38 calibre revolver of Ott s. 


CLIPPED! 

I was doing a lit¬ 
tle local history 
research and I 
found this article 
from July 23,1932 
(although I neglect¬ 
ed to note which 
South Jersey news¬ 
paper it was in). 
And people today 
worry about dis¬ 
tracted driving from 
cell phones! 

-Mike McCormick 
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TOYS IN THE WEST ORANGE ATTIC 

Almost nobody knows (including the current house owners) that one 
of the most iconic rock albums, Aerosmith’s Toys in the Attic, had its 
cover shot of the band taken in my uncle’s house on Cobane Terrace in 
West Orange. My cousin was the photographer and I was assistant pho¬ 
tographer. 

I suggested the location and Aerosmith’s manager and the band 
agreed. They arrived on a beautiful summer day in two white stretch 
limos. I was at the photo shoot, setting up lights, designing the set and 
propping, etc. I was not allowed to bring a camera and no candid shots 
were allowed. The only outtakes would have been just been different 
expressions. I don’t think we ever changed their sitting positions-the 
agent decided on that. It was shot on a large format camera on a tripod 
with studio lighting. Very sterile and posed and formal. It had to fit the 
layout and the design of the art director so type could go where they 
wanted it, etc. This was all pre-digital and pre-Adobe days. I doubt if we 
shot more than three rolls. They wanted to get moving. 

As far as the album photos, I have not traced down the originals yet. 
The photographer passed away five years ago. The record company may 
still have them. -Rob DeMarco 


MAY 2020 • WEIRD NJ 31 

















EXPLORING FRIES. IVnLLS IN GLOUCESTER COUNTY ' 

* Here are some pics from our’exploration of the Fries Mill^rea of the Manumuskin River 
Preserve (Najure Conservancy). In addition to the wild and expansive beauty are some 
delightful abandoned industrial sites ranging from the 18th to the 20th centuries. The most 
recent waffclearly sand mining with some great structures left in place that have been woh- 
derfully decorated with colorful images and positive messBges. -Marc Horowitz 
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by Cheryl Ann Marino 

Few places in the state will make you feel 
as though you’re not in New Jersey any¬ 
more; the Cowtown rodeo is one of them. 

In case you haven’t heard of Cowtown, I 
reckon you’ve never been to a rodeo. Well, 
saddle up your SUV, grab your cowboy hat 
and boots, and head on down south to a 
town called Pilesgrove—look for the giant 
smiling cowboy statue out front. As soon as 
you enter the rodeo stadium, it will immedi¬ 
ately become obvious as to why Cowtown 
is unlike any other professional sporting 
event. It’s really not just a sporting event; 
it’s an authentic western-style experience. 

You may not really know what to expect 
from a rodeo unless you live in the south¬ 
ernmost region of the state, or are already 
familiar with Cowtown protocol. The lineup 
of events is pretty straightforward; there’s 
bull riding, steer wrestling, saddle bronc 
riding, bareback riding, tie down roping, 
team roping, and barrel racing. The all- 
around cowboy (highest money winner 
competing in two plus events each rodeo 


night) wins the weekly title. There’s a nicely 
balanced blend of regular local talent, as 
well as competitors from all over the coun¬ 
try. The announcer, rodeo clown, cowboys, 
and cowgirls keep the show rolling along at 
a fast pace from start to finish, so don’t 
anticipate much downtime in between 
events because there isn’t any to speak of. 

At Cowtown, there are no fake or watered 
down theatrics; each rodeo performance is 
the real deal. So hang on to your hat, it is 
guaranteed that on any given night during 
rodeo season (May through September), 
you’ll be on the edge of your seat anxiously 
awaiting the next event. The announcer will 
explain all that’s going on and then some. 
You’ll hear lively stories, jokes and even 
some banter throughout the night in addi¬ 
tion to scores, specs and the status of 
events. 

These days, sporting events and pas¬ 
times have become so overpriced that tak¬ 
ing the entire family Is no longer an option, 
yet general admission (without reserved 
seating) and free parking at Cowtown 
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makes entertainment entirely possible. 
Food and beverages are always available, or 
feel free to bring your own cooler! Round 
up anyone you want and bring them along 
because all are welcome to come out and 
enjoy a unique western sporting event that 
just doesn’t exist anywhere else in the state. 

The Cowtown rodeo is family owned and 
operated by Howard (Grant) and Betsy 
Harris, who bought the current establish¬ 
ment with 1,800 acres of land from Grant’s 
grandfather Howard “Stoney” Harris Jr. In 
1978, and they have been running the show 
ever since. According to Betsy Harris, 
“Pop-Pop Stoney’’ was a true entrepreneur 
in his day, conceptualizing Cowtown’s 
potential, and taking the rodeo from a small 
town event held along with the Salem 
County Fair to the longest running weekly 
professional rodeo in the United States. 

In 1929, Stoney and his father Howard 
Harris Sr. held the first rodeo in 
Woodstown, NJ, and It became an annual 
event until 1938. During World War II, 
much like many other social and sporting 
events, the rodeo was put on hold until 
1955. It may have started small, but even¬ 
tually became so popular that it outgrew its 
original venue and, in 1967 under the direc¬ 
tion of Stoney, the current 4,000-seat stadi¬ 
um style arena was built in Pllesgrove. 
Today Cowtown typically attracts between 
3,000 and 3,500 spectators to its rodeo 
show. 

Before the converted cowboy muffler 
man appeared at the entrance, there was 
first the giant cow that was obtained in the 
late 1940s as an original work of art sculpt¬ 
ed by Stoney’s good friend and artist Joe 
Back from Wyoming. Stoney ensured its 
placement so that the cow’s rear was pur¬ 
posely pointed in the direction of 
Woodstown, a nose thumbing gesture to 
express his opinion with regard to the 
town’s rejection of his livestock and 
expanding rodeo operation. 

When Grant, a three-time Northeast 
Circuit Saddle Bronc Champion (1975, 
1977 and 1978) bought the Cowtown oper¬ 
ation, he had a tough decision to make. The 
management and oversight of such a time- 
consuming production meant giving up his 
participation in rodeo in order to focus 
efforts on the daily management of the 
business. So that is what he did, and the 
business grew and expanded. 

Cowtown hasn’t just been limited to New 
Jersey; they’ve produced rodeos all over 
the East Coast from Rutland, VT to Raleigh, 
NC. Although the show has expanded out¬ 
side New Jersey, the Harris family still 
maintains homegrown appeal, as the hors¬ 
es In the show are the grandsons and 
granddaughters of those from the early 
1970s. 

As with any public event where animals 
are Involved, some will always debate their 
mistreatment while performing. News 
reports about the death of a horse at 
Cowtown in 2013, and another on opening 
night in May 2018 raised a fair amount of 
scrutiny: however, it is evident to those 


who’ve attended a Cowtown rodeo that all 
the animals participating in the show 
appear to be healthy and properly cared for. 
Co-owner Betsy Harris confirmed that they 
are well fed, always taken care of, and not 
mistreated. Both animal deaths were tragi¬ 
cally unexpected and accidental. The 2013 
death of a horse named Duke was the result 
of an aneurysm, and in 2018, Night Watch, 
a four year-old mare, died after running into 
a fence after being ridden. The performanc¬ 
es are seemingly raw, and unless in the 
case of a rare accident, it would not make 
sense to want to purposely harm an animal 
that’s part of the show, the business, and in 
this case, the family. 

Before each show and in the off-season 
Cowtown transforms into a farmers market 
with over 400 vendors, two days a week, 
year round. Much like the rodeo, the market 
started out pretty small. A local farmer had 
asked Stoney to sell some tomatoes from 
his farm, and a few tomatoes blossomed 
into a livestock auction in 1926. This auc¬ 
tion had a good run before ending in 2007, 
when it became a farmers market. 

The shopping options at Cowtown aren’t 
just limited to the farmers market because, 
honestly pardner, a rodeo just may inspire 
some minor wardrobe adjustments in favor 
of something a bit more western-worthy. 
No hat or boots? No problem, just look 
right across the street from the stadium for 
the life-sized statues of John Wayne and his 
horse hanging out in front of Cowtown 
Cowboy Outfitters. The Outfitters is also 
family owned and operated, initially by the 
Harrises before it was sold to the Bickford 
family. This is most definitely the go-to spot 
for every western-themed item imaginable. 
Tickets to the rodeo can even be purchased 
there. 

Once you attend one rodeo, you just 
might want to come on out for another. It’s 
different, it’s fun, and maybe it’s even a little 
addictive. Western ranching is a part of 
American history, and the Harris family has 
done a fine job of establishing and main¬ 
taining a unique sporting event true to tra¬ 
ditions of the Old West. To acknowledge 
their success, the family was recently 
inducted Into the South Jersey Sports Hall 
of Fame. 

“We do things the old way,’’ said Betsy 
Harris, with regard to the family’s simplistic 
farming lifestyle, in conjunction with their 
method of running the rodeo business. The 
Harrises say the show and family tradition 
will continue on in the years to come as 
their daughter and son-in-law one day take 
over the business, and after that ownership 
will pass to a sixth generation. 

In this part of the country, and with so 
much commercialization in many aspects 
of our lives, it is rare to see a family-owned 
business grow, thrive and withstand the 
test of time. Cowtown seems to have 
accomplished all. 

The Cowtown rodeo season runs May 
through September rain or shine, and tick¬ 
ets can be purchased at the Cowtown rodeo 
or at Cowtown Cowboy Outfitters. 
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WHITE CITY PARK RUINS AND THE GRAND STAIRWAY TO NOWHERE 



1 





strolling along the shores of Spring Lake in 
Hamilton’s John A. Roebling Memorial Park 
you’ll find the random vestiges of one of New 
Jersey’s great lost amusement parks. 
Throughout the rocky bluffs that slope up 
from the lake you can see the broken remains 
scattered among the dense vegetation along 
the cliffs. The most intact of these crumbling 
ruins Is an ornate and grandiose concrete 
stairway that ascends up from lake level then 
seems to disappear into the vine-choked 
underbrush before ever reaching the crest of 
the rise. These scant fragments are all that 
remain of Trenton’s White City Amusement 
Park. 

In 1895, a trolley company purchased the 
land around the lake, which was already a 
popular picnicking location, and ran tracks 
from the Broad Street Park development to 
the bluffs above the picturesque lake. At the 
end of the line they built an amusement park 
in hopes that it would help attract customers 
and make the trolley line more profitable. The 
park opened in 1907. 

At the time White City was a common name 
for amusement parks in the United States, the 
U.K., and Australia because of the White City 
and Midway Plaisance sections of the World’s 
Columbian Exhibition of 1893. The following 
decade the Pan-American Exposition of 1901 
inspired a frenzy in amusement park building 
around the country with names like Luna Park 
and Electric Park. The parks gained popularity 
in the last few years of the 19th century and 
became wildly popular attractions in the first 
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two decades of the 20th. Many cities had two or even three 
of the White City/Electric Park/Luna Parks in their vicinity, 
with each trying to outdo the others with their latest attrac¬ 
tions, making competition between the parks fierce. 

Like most of these parks White City in Trenton featured a 
picnic area, carousel, roller coaster, a scenic railway, a mid¬ 
way where bands played music and a dance hall. It also 
boasted a movie theater, Mystic Maze, a Katzenjammer 
Castle and other such rides and attractions. There was a 
water flume ride that descended from the bluff above the 
park down the rocky slope and into the lake. Sections of the 
concrete chutes that carried the water and gondolas can 
still be seen today along the hills. On the lake itself visitors 
could enjoy activities like boating and fishing, and in the 
winter, ice-skating. 

As automobiles became more common, offering people 
other options of places to go, the popularity of White City 
Park began to wane. The park finally closed in 1920 and by 
the end of the decade was completely abandoned. 

In the late 1930s an organization called the Broad Street 
Civic Association was formed to curb further development 
in the area. By the late 1950s the group, with substantial 
financial backing from the Roebling family, had acquired 
317 acres of land, including the White City Park area. The 



land, which would become the John A. Roebling Memorial 
Park, was given to Mercer County in 1957 for $1 and was 
designated as a wildlife refuge and for use as passive recre¬ 
ation. 

The area above the bluffs where the trolley once dropped 
off park goers is now a residential neighborhood. But the 
ornate concrete staircase that once ushered visitors down 
the hill to Spring Lake is still relatively intact. Gazing up at 
it today from the water’s edge it’s not hard to imagine the 
throngs of visitors who once descended the grand old 
promenade on warm summer evenings, dressed in their 
Edwardian era finery, as the sound of calliope music and 
the smell of hot popcorn wafted up from the park to greet 
them. 

Sadly, only one of the original White City Parks that were 
once of common and popular around the country still 
exists today: Denver, Colorado’s White City, which opened 
in 1908 and now operates under the name Lakeside 
Amusement Park. 



VACANT ST. MICHAEL’S HOSPITAL TO BE REMEDIATED 

St. Michael’s on Martin Luther King Boulevard and Central Avenue in Newark was incorporated 
in 1871 by the Catholic Order of the Sisters of the Poor of St, Francis. The 300-bed hospital would 
handle cases of disease involving eyes, ears, throat, chest as well as the skin. 

Like most hospitals in the state, by 1912 it took on tuberculosis cases, handling 270 patients, 
260 being ward patients and 10 private. Charity cases of the poor admission applications were 
accepted on the written permit of a city doctor. 

Seeing its last clinic patients around the mid-1990s, the historic structure sat vacant. However, 
new life has been breathed into the complex with interior remediation under way. The first floor 
of the complex will house Grassroot Artists creating things such as blown glass, with the upper 
floors being renovated into residential housing, -Gregory Terpak 
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A REVOLUTION 
IN GHOSTS 
Ewing, New Jersey 


by Joanne M. Austin 

A few Octobers ago I was sitting at my friend’s bar: Al’s Airport 
Inn, on Bear Tavern Road just outside of Ewing Township, New 
Jersey. The other bar patrons had always frightened me with 
stories about seeing ghosts late at night on the second floor, 
which is closed off to the general public. I always passed it off 
as drunken BS. 

That night it was different. It was starting to pick up in the bar 
and I was in my usual corner seat. Two confused-looking women 
walked in. They sat at the bar next to me. I asked them if they 
were all right because something was obviously wrong. 

The older woman said they thought we were having a costume 
party that night. When they arrived, they saw two men dressed 
as Revolutionary War soldiers outside and they just had to take 
a closer look at their costumes. 

I told them that the costume party wasn’t until Halloween 
night, and invited them to come again then, when the costumes 
would really be in full force. 

They were further into their sodas when one of them asked, 
“How come nobody uses the front door?” Well, I said to them, 
there isn’t a front door at Al’s! There once was, but it was closed 
off a long time ago. The only entrance is at the back where the 
two women had come in. 

They insisted that the two soldiers they saw had come in 


























































through a front door. I silently dismissed them as crazy, and swore that I 
would never act like them when I drank. 

Later that night, while helping clean up. I heard noises on the old front 
porch, which is closed in now. When I investigated, I found that nobody 
was there. As I walked back into the bar area I was startled by what turned 
out to be my own image coming up in the Sam Adams mirror at the far end 
of the bar. It freaked me out, but I was certainly no ghost or soldier. 

As I got into my car and headed home, I turned to look at where the two 
women claimed to see the soldiers going in through the front door of the 
bar. I saw nothing. I looked back to the road, ready to proceed with my trip 
home when I saw them walk past my car. 

It was two men, dressed in Revolutionary War uniforms. They continued 
past my car and were walking up Bear Tavern Road toward Ewing. I was 
scared, but I kept watching them head down the road for what seemed for¬ 
ever. A car finally drove by mine and they disappeared in its headlights. 

I think they just appeared then to let me know that they had stopped by 
Al’s Airport Inn for a drink that night. Needless to say, the story has become 
one of our favorite ghost stories to share at the bar. -Katie Heenan 

Why would Revolutionary War soldiers haunt Al’s Airport Inn? It’s sim¬ 
ple: When Washington and his forces crossed the Delaware on December 
26,1776, they hit New Jersey and marched south to fight and win the First 
Battle of Trenton. On their way there and back, they likely went through the 
area that includes Al’s Airport Inn. A storm raged that day, and some of 
Washington’s troops froze to death en route. It’s very possible that some 
soldiers may still walk where they fought and died. 

The Inn did not exist during the Revolutionary war. According Jo Ann 
Tesauro’s book, Images of America: Ewing Township, the house was built 
some time in the 1840s, on land that was part of the Meadow Ridge Dairy. 
Alfred Reeder Jones came to own the home and the dairy, and he and his 
wife Missy (Bertha) eventually converted the house into an Inn. 

The land that Al’s sits on is part of a larger parcel of land purchased by a 
member of the Jones family around 1758. You can still see a large barn and 
other buildings of the Jones Dairy Farm on Bear Tavern Road today, 
although it now houses a New Jersey State correctional facility. The 
Trenton-Mercer County Airport was built in the 1920s (hence the name of 
the inn.) 

In the mid-2000s, Weird NJ talked with Inn owners Joe and Caroline 
Bondi. They didn’t doubt that someone had seen soldiers going in the front 
door of the tavern, and also reported that they have seen shadovi/y ghosts 
of soldiers moving from one room to another in their nearby home. It 
seems like the entire area is subject to at least a place haunting or two. 

Caroline also mentioned that the spirit of Al Jones might haunt the inn. 
Nobody is comfortable with being alone at the bar. One of her sons, while 
in his twenties, told bar patrons that he was going to call up Al’s spirit on 
the second floor of the building. He was followed upstairs by a group of 
slightly older (and presumably fearless) patrons. He called for Al, and sure 
enough, Al began to materialize in front of the entire group. They immedi¬ 
ately turned tail and rushed down the stairs, leaving Caroline’s son behind. 

Al's Airport Inn is located at 636 Bear Tavern Road, in Trenton, NJ. They 
are open daily after 3:00 p.m. and their phone number is (609) 883-5252. 
Say hi to Al if you go. 

Thanks to the Ewing Township Historical Preservation Society for their 
help with this story. 



8| i 

■ 


r y 




a. : 


A SMOKIN’ GHOST 

On Labor Day, September 1 we were taking pictures of Ye Olde Rathskeller 
Tavern in Cranford. It was after 1:30 in the afternoon, and beautiful weather. 

My husband stayed in his truck waiting for me while I took photos. Nothing 
unusual happened, nothing we could see with naked eyes. After I arrived home 
and looked at the pictures, I saw the smoke coming out of second story win¬ 
dow. I asked my husband if he saw the smoke, but he was also bewildered as 
I was. 

We sent the photo to the owner of this tavern, so he knows, but there was 
no fire. He told us this is something with the camera, or illusions...or a ghost. 
You tell me! -Heda Matiejunas 



WEIRD CREATURE IN THE BEDROOM 


This photo was taken several years ago (2009-ish) on cheap digital camera 
phone. The first one is original, the second uses a Microsoft filter to take the red 
out. The room was actually a dark pink. We called this apparition “Alice." 
Nobody was in the room; my niece was just taking pics of her new room color. 

My sister moved a few years ago but did hear weird sounds now and then. The 
dogs seemed to not like that room. Just a strange situation actually knowing that 
this figure was in her camera after taking those pictures, she was 10 at the time 
so I was thinking this ghost bonded with her. My niece stated she never heard 
or saw anything since. I was watching the Travel Network and saw this Black- 
eyed children thing and it kind of looked like this photo. -Ken Bott 
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FRINGE GHOSTS 


MYSTERIES AT MCCOOLE’S 
RED LION INN QUAKERTOWN, PA 

by Eric Mintel 

In late October and early November of 2017 my team at Bucks County 
Paranormal Investigations contracted with McCoole’s Red Lion Inn in 
Quakertown, Bucks County PA. The owner, Jan Hench, is super cool and 
wanted us to do a video for our paranormal tourism promoting her historic 
restaurant and theater. Oh, it's also haunted...BIG TIME! 

Me and my team members Dave Antonow, lead investigator, and Dominic 
Sattele arrived eager to get started on this project. For years I had heard sto¬ 
ries of the paranormal at McCoole's but what we were to experience that 
night was something I’ll never forget. 

We set up and interviewed Jan. She told us of the history of the venue 
including it being a part of the underground railroad. McCoole’s was used as 
a meeting place in the John Fries rebellion. Germanic farmers in Bucks and 
Montgomery Counties PA were opposed to a tax that was imposed to fund a 
war with France. The Germanic Pennsylvanians thought it was a plot to 
establish a British monarchy in America and they were opposed to it. John 
Fries and the protestors met at McCoole’s and started a rebellion against the 
tax. Fries was arrested, tried and sentenced to hang but he was eventually 



released as were the other protestors. They were pardoned under President John Adams. 

On the paranormal side, there are stories of an escaped slave being seen in the basement as 
well as a child-like ghost called “Peek a boo” who revealed herself in the basement to another 
investigative team a few years earlier. A small boy seen sitting on the stairway in the adjacent the¬ 
ater (McCoole’s Arts and Events Center) is also part of the lore. 

Our next step was to interview the servers at the restaurant who all had their own incredibly 
spooky stories of paranormal activity including a bartender’s jacket being pulled from behind 
when there was no one behind her, and a bottle of vodka being thrown off the speed rack and 
smashing on the floor with no one near it. One of the male servers was telling us his story when 
suddenly something caught my eye. I didn’t pay much attention to it at the time. It wasn’t until a 
few days later that I looked at the footage from the interview when I saw it. A translucent “orb” 
coming into camera view which darted right in front of the camera as if to photobomb the inter¬ 
view. It wasn’t a light, or a bug, or a reflection and certainly not any of our lights. I played it back 
and forth several times just to make sure it wasn’t a glitch, but there it was. 

After I edited the video and played the orb section a few times for Jan and the others, everyone 
was stunned. The video went on to get over 10K views within two weeks of releasing it on our 
Bucks County Paranormal Investigations Facebook page. 

I love showcasing all of our videos on my TV show on Princeton TV and Amazon Fire TV called 






Bucks County Paranormal Investigations. We enjoy meeting people who tell us incredible 
stories of the paranormal. The restaurants, bed and breakfasts, hotels and theaters we 
work with all have some kind of paranormal history. The paranormal genre is something 
I have always loved since I was a kid. I’ve had my own UFO sightings, and now these 
“orbs” bring a new level of “what is going on?” not only to our videos but to the world of 
the paranormal. What are these balls of energy from beyond? 

I look forward to showcasing more videos. Bill Birnes, author, ufologist and star of UFO 
Hunters and Ancient Aliens on the History Channel, is joining me on them. There are more 
than enough spooky stories to tell for years to come. 

Eric Mintei is a professionai jazz musician as pianist bandieader for the Eric Mintel 
Quartet and TV show host. Visit: www.ericmintelquartet and 
www.Facebook.com/BucksPN1 for more info. 
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Encountering The Ghostly Shadows 
On Warwick Turnpike 

A few years ago my girlfriend Raquel and I went to the drive-in 
movie theatre in Warwick, NY. It was about an hour away, but we got 
there: right off of NJ Rt. 23 through West Milford. 

On our ride home, around 10:30 PM, we both felt very uneasy as we 
drove through the woodsy area. I noticed that there were “Road 
Closed" signs referring to Clinton Road, detouring them to the road 
we were on: Warwick Turnpike. 

It was a clear night, no fog, but very dark. I was driving with my high 
beams on until I saw another driver coming toward me, also with his 
high beams on. We both turned them off. As we approached each 
other, my girlfriend and I saw something in the road. Apparently, the 
other driver did also because we both slowed down and came to 
almost a complete stop, about 15 to 20 feet from each other. 

Now, keep in mind, the road in front of us was very well lit from 
headlights on both sides. As we looked to see what was in the road, 
something walked in front of my car and then the other car's head¬ 
lights, but it was almost as if it absorbed the light. Like it was a shad¬ 
ow. I could only see what looked like animal legs pass in front of our 
lights. It was so weird to be that close to something in a well-lit area 
and not be able to definitively assess what I was looking at. As soon 
as it passed both of our cars, it disappeared! 

My girlfriend and I both said, "What was that?” as we drove away in 
a hurry. I put it out of my mind and just kept driving. 

When I got home later that night, my younger brother had brought 
over a copy of Weird NJXM his girlfriend had given him that same 
night. He told me about some of the highlights: Devil’s Tree, Annie’s 
Road, and Clinton Road. When he turned to the page about Clinton 
Road and I saw “West Milford,” I made the connection: that was the 
same road that I was detoured from! 

As I read on, I saw a picture of a wolf and read a few words describ¬ 
ing the ghostly animals that haunt the area. I immediately jumped up 
from the table and took a few steps backward. My brothers thought I 
was joking at first, but soon became equally weirded out as I explained 
to them the details of my encounter with some creature in West 
Milford. 

I’m not an idiot and neither is my girlfriend. We both are very well 
educated and have never done drugs or alcohol or even smoked. My 
girlfriend and I are convinced that what we saw was a ghost creature. 

-V.J. Manzo and Raquel Fernandes 


I lived in New Jersey until 1978 and 
for mosi of my years there I lived in 
Rahway. Our neighborhood, I have 
read, mi built in the 1950s. My father 
told me that the woman he purchased 
the house from died not iong after the 
sale. When we moved in my father 
converted the rough attic into a nice 
master bedroom. After misbehaving a 
few times my mother would make me 
take time-outs and lie down on my 
parents’ bed. As a young child I had 
no knowledge of the paranormal or 
even of true fear up until that point, 
but lying on that bed in the afternoon 
introduced me to it. I had no idea what 
exactly I was feeling except that some¬ 
thing was horribly wrong. The feeling 
is still fresh in my mind. There was an 
ominous presence or force in that 
bedroom and I was terrified. I did not 
want to be a baby and cry or call for 
my mother. My relief was tremendous 
when my mom called to me that my 
time-out was over. 

My mother told me that when she 
was doing laundry in the basement 
she felt someone tap her on the shoul¬ 
der, which frightened her. My father 
told me one early morning he felt 
something touch his eyelid and when 
he opened his eyes he saw someone 
in a nightgown walking away from the 
bed. He told me when he went down¬ 
stairs to check on us kids we were all 
asleep. When my grandmother was 
babysitting me one evening I looked at 
her and said, “Nana, who’s that lady at 
the top of the stairs?" This story was 
told to me by my mom a few years 
later and when I asked my grandmoth¬ 
er about it she gave me a look that 
said I should never bring it up again. I 
never did. 

After my grandfather died in 1976 
my father told me he woke up one 
night shortly afterwards and saw my 
grandfather standing at the end of his 


bed. My father said he was so fright¬ 
ened he screamed so loud he couldn’t 
make a sound. He told me my grand¬ 
father said, “1 didn’t mean to scare 
you,” and then disappeared. 

I once got up at night to get a drink 
of milk. I pulled open the curtain next 
to the fridge, which gave me a view of 
the very top of our driveway and the 
house next door and there was a little 
narrow area lined with small cement 
blocks where we had some flowers. 
Crouched down among these flowers 
or plants was an old-looking woman 
who was completely white but not 
see-through and she was looking me 
right in the eye. I was terrified. 

My last experience in that house 
was in July 1976 on the night of my 
birthday. I got some kind of Star Trek 
toy I was loving and since my little 
brother was not home I was allowed to 
stay in his bed in my little sister’s 
room. I got up to use the bathroom 
across the hall. After I finished I could 
not bring myself to leave the bath¬ 
room because the same sheer terror I 
felt in my parent’s bedroom and look¬ 
ing out the kitchen window had 
returned. Something was horribly 
wrong. I knew everyone was asleep 
but I heard something, and as silly and 
cliche as it sounds, it sounded like a 
tinkling chain but it was the over¬ 
whelming feeling of wrongness, and 
the thick air of fear that suddenly came 
over me that paralyzed me. I do not 
remember how long I remained in the 
bathroom. 

We moved to the Poconos in 
Pennsylvania in the summer of 1978 
and I have had regular paranormal 
experiences ever since, including see¬ 
ing a woman in a white nightgown in 
the apartment I currently live in. I am 
plagued by a desire for answers, espe¬ 
cially about our old house in Rahway. 
■Chris Francz 


MAY 2020 • WEIRD NJ 41 






ROADSIDE WEIRDSIDE 


There, I fixed it! Redneck Body Shop repair 
spotted in Jersey today! — feeling surprised. 
-Todd Hoi Iritt 


I guess this person has had their 
bike stolen one too many times and 
has made it a pain in the ass for any¬ 
one to try to reach it. let alone try 
and steal it! -Tito Zeballos 




While driving home today I spotted this creepy baby sitting on the 
South River/Sayreville Bridge. I turned around to take a picture. Hope 
you enjoy it! -Lindsey J. 



I wanna know, who are they gonna call? It’s on three to four tele¬ 
phone poles in a row. Weird, for sure! -Joshua Hopper 


This under an Route 55 overpass south of Deptford and along the Mantua Creek. 
There's a couple other paintings but this one is very well done. Also, don't ask why I 
was under there. -Jim Gibson 



While in the upper corner parking lot at BJ’s in Paramus on Route 17,1 was putting 
my cart next to the small snow tractor. Out of the corner of my eye I saw this resin 
remembrance stone that someone dumped there. It obviously came from a garden or 
a cemetery, with two names and dates on it. -Ron Wikow 



I’m not quite sure what minerals lurk in the West Milford water table 
that make it an epicenter of weirdness. This Teenage Mutant Ninja 
Turtle 25th Anniversary Party Wagon is parked in West Milford under 
lock and key. Sadly, it’s outside being exposed to the elements and 
dying a slow automotive death. This bus was last seen in 2009 for the 
San Diego Comic-Con. Cowabunga! -Gwen 
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All my life I always wanted to experience a cryptozoology 
event...like seeing Bigfoot, Chupacabra, or even the jersey 
devil. Instead, I came face to face with a Swamp Bear! 

While hiking along a trail in Turkey Swamp Park in 
Freehold with my wife Shaunee, we happen to come to a 
clearing, where the defined path disappeared. While trying 
to find our direction, we took notice of the bark pattern of 
the trees in the area... as I looked up on this particular one, 
about 15' above was this stuffed bear, just hanging there. 
Looks like it's been there a while, and just protecting it's 
tree and forest from intruders. Was a odd find, along a 
quiet trail less traveled in this particular park. -C.Pettersen 



You printed my “Unsettling Altar In The Woods of Morris 
Township” article in Issue #43.1 was hiking that stretch of 
Patriots Path this week and decided to check it out again 
for the first time since then. Well, the statue of the Virgin 
Mary is gone, but now there is a pretty intricate (for the 
middle of the woods at least) “pulpit” built over the “altar” 
out of sticks and branches. What the hell are people doing 
out there? -Keith Seminerio 



This waving Jesus is located on 
Route 202, near Bernardsville, 
Somerset County. I would guess he 
is 12-15 feet tall and made of wood. 
I know it was in a very early issue, 
just letting you know it’s still waving. 
-Dave Vasa 



Saw this tree with a head In South Mountain next to the 
Hemlock Falls parking lot. -Dan Nisenson 



A customer noticed a chip in the sidewalk directly across 
from my grooming shop door. It just so happens to look 
like a white poodle lying down. Poodles are my favorite 
breed and I groom many, and am “owned” by two! -Gail 
Silverman NCMG The Haddonfield Groomer 



Settin’ The Woods On Fire? 

I was taking a drive with my family today and we saw this on Pleasant Valley Road coming from 
Gravity Hill back out to Route 29 along the stream. They are oversized candles and there’s a couple 
hundred of them! Very Weird NJ. -Vo Momma 

Yo, actually they are protection sleeves for young trees, but if they were candles that would be 
some birthday cake! -Eds. 
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I first came across these unique markers sev¬ 
eral years ago when I was biking the Sawmill 
Lake section ot High Point State Park. The first 
one I came across had “Little Sawmill Pond” 
printed on it. At first I wasn’t sure what it was, 
but then I realized it was a frying pan hanging in 
the tree, and it had been there for quite some 
time because the bark was growing around it. 

As I continued to bicycle the Park Ridge 
Road/Sawmill Road loop I kept my eye out for 
more. Sure enough I saw fwo: one that said 
“Meadow,” and one that said “Hemlocks.” 

They are definitely interesting markers and I 
wonder who created them and why. Is it some 
outdoorsman that would reuse his old campfire 
frying pans to mark some of his favorite spots? 

Recently I found a few more on Park Ridge 
Road. Some of fhem are very hard to read and 
they are all showing their age. In addition to the 
frying pans on fhe left-hand side of the road 
(heading north), there are a several pretty bird 
houses on the right-hand side of the road. 
Another mystery of this area to me. -Sussex 
County Excursions 


THE MYSTERIOUS FRYING PAN TREES 
OF HIGH POINT STATE PARK 
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THE LITTLE SHAKY BRIDGE OF STACY PARK, TRENTON 




Some claim The Shaky Bridge is a miniature replica of one of Roebling's more 
famous projects, either the Brooklyn Bridge or the Niagara Falls Suspension Bridge, 
pictured here. 


There’s a curious little footbridge located just a few 
yards away from the Delaware River in Trenton’s Stacy 
Park. Though it only spans a distance of about 25 feet 
or so over an outflow creek from the nearby Delaware 
& Raritan Canal, the structure looks very reminiscent 
of much larger and more well-known suspension 
bridges. And there’s a good reason for that—it was 
designed by John A. Roebling, famed architect of the 
majestic Brooklyn Bridge. 

The construction consists of two white wooden tow¬ 
ers and a somewhat rickety wood plank deck, which 
rests on steel girders. It’s suspended by thick black 
steel cables which are anchored to large concrete block 
moorings set into the ground on either end of the 
bridge. Despite its rigid appearance, it has come to be 
known as the Shaky Bridge because of the way it 
swings and sways when walked across. This is, how¬ 
ever. exactly what a suspension bridge is designed to 
do. 

It’s generally believed that Roebling built the diminu¬ 
tive bridge in the 19th century as a demonstration 
model for his suspension designs and later gifted it to 
the city of Trenton, though documentation of that fact 
is not conclusive. Some claim it’s a miniature replica of 
one of Roebling’s more famous projects, either the 
Brooklyn Bridge or the Niagara Falls Suspension Bridge. While it does employ 
the same suspension technology as the others, the designs of the three 
bridges are by no means identical. 

The Niagara Falls Suspension Bridge stood from 1855 to 1897 across the 
Niagara River near the Falls, and was the world's first railway suspension 
bridge. Trains used the upper deck of its 825-foot expanse, while pedestrians 
and carriages used the lower. 

Shaky Bridge spans a 


much humbler stream 
that was originally 
called Waste Weir, 
which was used as an 
outflow for unused 
water from a seven mile 
stretch of the D&R 
Canal. Unlike most of 
the canal, which was 
primarily used for 
transport, this section 
was designed to carry 
water to provide hydro-power to the local mills in the area. By the early 20th 
century though, there were no longer any mills using its water, so the stream 
was renamed Sanhican Creek. 

Though it may seem tempting to make the Shaky Bridge shimmy and shake 
as you traverse it, be forewarned; the concrete culvert beneath the wooden 
planks under your feet now carries the effluent from the Trenton Water Works 
Filtration plant (sewage treatment), which is located just a few yards away. 
So, if you’re looking for some thrills, it might just be a safer bet to go over 
Niagara Falls in a barrel than to take a dip in these waters. 
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FIELD CLOSED 


DUE TO 

SHARK SIGHTING 


FRINGE 
TOUR: PA 


Jets For Life 

Here is an updated pic of my neighbor’s “Jet" house. Gone are the green shingles he 
had on his roof spelling “Jets" and new goal posts and signage were added. I wonder 
what happened to the Jets dummy that was there? -Jean Rivinius 


The Iron Man Of Elizabeth 

I call him the Man of Steel and my daughter calls him Iron 
Man. Either way I noticed this guy about a year ago in Elizabeth 
on the service road section of Spring Street, better known as 
Route 1 and 9 South, not too far after the famous Budweiser 
factory which is near Newark Airport. I’m guessing this guy is at 
least 15 feet tall. I noticed his eyes are wheel bearings, his chest 
is made up of two manual transmission clutches, and he also 
has steel mesh plates and lots of steel plates and pipes that 
make him the cool roadside oddity that he is. 

The property that this big guy stands on is an iron works busi¬ 
ness, so I’m assuming they brought him to life with their imag¬ 
ination and fine welding skills. I noticed he has names welded 
on him. I’m assuming that these are the people who created him 
or work there. Anyway he’s definitely a roadside oddity even in 
a place as odd as Elizabeth. - Tito Zeballos 


THE WORLD’S LARGEST WEED 
WACKER SCULPTURE 

We live in PA now and while driving a really 
back road came upon this marvelous, quirky 
house, these are just a few of the ’expressive" 
pieces adorning the lawn. -Jan 0. 


This sign is in Easthampton (intersection of Powell and 
Smithville Roads). There seem to be some sharks in the field! 

-Lesley Severs 
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WHAT’S YER WEIRD SIGN? 


Michael Quintas looks terr-ified! 


Saw this driving through the Cumberland Mall in Vineland. Long 
time reader, keeping it weird! -Jon Propert 


The Origins Of Star Trek In Elizabeth? 

This is a photo of the James T. Kirk building in Elizabeth on Second Ave. It used to 
be a rec center and they had a preschool room on the top floor that I went to as a 
youngster. This is an old building in my hood. Did a little research and Gene 
Roddenberry and his wife lived in NJ during James Kirk’s term as Mayor of Elizabeth. 
Makes you wonder if Captain Kirk was named after this beloved Mayor. -Lucy 


Just outside of Townsbury in Warren County, along rural Janes Chapel Road is a 
Bigfoot crossing sign. -Henry A. Jewell 


Speed Entrapment! 

These two ridiculously close speed limit signs with different speeds are on the Garden State 
Parkway just south of the Essex toll, mile 151. -Greg Sedlacek 


A Fab Road In Hunterdon County 

Traveled down this long and winding road today. 
Now if I could only find "Paul George Road." 

-Reed Pitkunigis 
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The 



e°ends^ . 
inton Road 


Upon returning to our car, we 
found it covered in snow and 
began to clean it off as quickly 
as possible. As soon as we got 
in the car, several people with 
hoods on ran out of the woods 
carrying wooden sticks that 
looked like bats or something 
of that nature. We sped away 
and got out of there. -Shay 
Trichter 



The legend we had heard was 
that there was a church back 
in the woods where they held 
Satanic rituals late at night, 
and if you drove past the 
house at the end of the road 
and there was a blue light in 
the window, that meant 
church was in service. Our 
dare was to drive past the 
house, turn around, and stop 
in front and honk your horn to 
see if the Satanists would 
come after you. 
- Kevin Goodwin 


The ride was incredibly dan¬ 
gerous. My Ford Escort, for 
some reason, seemed to 
stay on track without sliding 
into the reservoir or into the 
trees. The snow and wind 
were incredibly strong. And 
the sound of an eerie howl¬ 
ing, like an animal in pain, 
was all around me. - Susan 



And Some Of Our Favorite Quotes From NJ’s Darkest Ride 


About halfway down the road 
an animal ran in front of the 
car. Then about a half mile fur¬ 
ther, this huge bird that looked 
like some prehistoric creature 
flew directly in front of the car. 
My friend slammed on the 
brakes and all of us just start¬ 
ed screaming. We sped away. 

- Anonymous 


I lived in Farm Crest Acres, a housing development off Route 
23 in Oak Ridge, NJ from age one in 1960 until I was almost 13 
(1972). Clinton Road, where the iron forge is located, was with¬ 
in bicycling distance for us kids. 

We heard many, many stories about how scary Clinton Road 
was. We went to “the Castle,” and I even have home movies 
from 1963 of my dad. mom, grandparents, and me and my 
brother and sister there. We hiked and hiked the trails around 
there many times. 

Oddly enough, we never heard some of the stories that many 
have reported on your site. We never heard of the ghost boy, or 
even the Satanic rituals (more on the Satanic thing below). If my 
recollection serves me, the bodies of mob hit victims were 
found in our day in other spots, such as off Route 23 where 
there was a road department salt/sand pile. 

But we did hear a bunch of other stories. Some involved 
Clinton Road. Others involved Paradise Road, which links up to 
Clinton Road near the Clinton Reservoir. These are the ones of 
which I knew, from clear back to the mid-’60s; 

THE PACK OF WILD DOGS: There was supposedly a Pack of 
Wild Dogs that roamed the woods in that area. This was way 
before Jungle Habitat was even a thought, much less an actual 
place. 

THE ESCAPED CONVICT: Supposedly there was an Escaped 
Convict living in the woods. He'd been there for decades. Some 
said he was still wearing leg irons. 

THE HERMIT: The Escaped Convict was not to be confused 
with The Hermit. The Hermit lived by himself (hence the name), 
but not because he was an escaped criminal. He was a cranky 
bastard, though. We actually once became convinced that we'd 
found his house. It was a couple of hundred yards from ... 

CAMP GARFIELD: Camp Garfield was an old, abandoned 
church camp or scout camp off of Paradise Road after Paradise 
Knoll Elementary School, but before you get to Clinton 
Reservoir. Maybe the Satanists, the KKK or the Bund met there, 
too, I don't know. The camp must have thrived in the early ’50s, 
or maybe earlier. It consisted of a ring of small cabin huts near 
a small pond. Once we found a pile of old (from the early ’60s) 
Playboy magazines in one of the cabins. Camp Garfield might 
have been, for me, the single scariest place I've ever been to. 
Even during daylight. When I first saw Friday the 13th, which 
was filmed, of course, In Blairstown, my initial thought was: 


The further we went down, 
the more quiet we all got. I 
can’t exactly explain the feeling 
I started getting. I don't know if 
my imagination was going wild, 
but all of a sudden my sister, 
my boyfriend and I started 
telling my brother-in-law to turn 
around. I felt so scared and 
sick to my stomach that I 
couldn't even breathe right. It 
was an oppressive feeling like 
Just pure evil and I definitely 
believe that something would 
have happened if we had Just 
kept going. - Anonymous 


We came up to another car in 
the road, at 3:30 in the morning, 
which was kind of peculiar. The 
car was stopped in the middle of 
the road and as we approached 
it, it moved forward extremely 
slowly. After about five minutes 
the driver turned his signal on 
and let us pass him, and then he 
began to follow us. The road 
stayed straight for about half a 
mile, and after 1/4 of a mile, the 
car was gone. Just like that. We 
stopped to look, but we saw 
nothing. We were scared out of 
our minds.-Kim M. 
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The following is an excerpt from Wheeler’s new book 13 FROM THE SWAMP: Passaic River Lore^ For 
those of you who enjoy Wheeler’s work in the pages of Weird NJ magazine, we highly recommend you read 

this book! -Eds 


A splash of unusual cc 
In the underbrush 
Caught my eye 
Upon closer Inspection 
1 discovered 
Two aluminum oven 
Turkey^slzed pans 
Placed haphazardly 
On the riverbank 
And filled to the brim 
With weird stuff; 

Cap guns 
Mouse traps 
Lollipops 
Burnt cigars 
Roses 
Mangoes 
Whistles 
Couscous 
Toy cars 
Glasses of rum 
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Overflowing 
Rancid 

Baking in the summer heat 
1 knew right away 
This was authentic witchcraft 
A spell cast 
On the banks of the river 
Brujos 
Mambos 
Sorcerers 
And High Priests 
Lurk along the Passaic 
Poke your head under bridges 
Peer into storm drains 
Tread where only drug people wander 
J'ou will find evidence of the occult 
In every form and variety 
'' ' From Satanism to Santeria 
On another occasion,., 
Twas about to cross the river 
From Newark to Kearny 
On the abandoned railroad bridge 
Known locally as The Cut 
When 1 happened upon a calabash bowl 
Fifty feet above the Passaic 
♦ Containing a decapitated rooster 
Burnt photographs 
Half-smoked cigars 
resembling a squashed tomato 
That may or may not have been 
A disembodied animal heart 
e sacrifice rested on a veritable altar 
Of used hypodermic needles 
Meanwhile upstream,.. 
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On the Clifton/Garficid border 
Below the Dundee Dam 
Two fishermen spot an unusual ba^ 
Floating down the Passaic River 
They wade out and grab it 
Only to discover the tiny cadaver 
Of a two-year-old girl 
Shrouded In plastic 
Still wearing a hospice wrlstb? 

Turns out she was gravenapped | 

From 50 miles away 
In Stamford, Connecticut, 

Dead for two years 
But remarkably preserved ’ 

Set adrift on the Passaic River 
For mysterious reasons 
That have yet to be fully explained 
This occult crime 
Bears the mark 
Of Las Reglas de Congo 
Also known as Palo Mayombc^’ 

A religion that includes corps?; 

Skulls 

And human bones 
In their ritual spells 
Investigators posed a theory 
That the little girl was exhunled 
For her personal dynamism 
Stolen by spellcasting ghoul? 

Because she defied the ^ds rf 
And lived longer than expected 
No one was ever caught for this crime 
So we may never know the exact motive 
But stuff like this goes on all the time 
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Back in Newark... 
Police raid the house of a Palo priest 

I s For stealing bones 

p From Mount Pleasant Cemetery 
I Cops find skeletons in his home 
cauldron of skulls In the basement 
^ And are able to link the remains 
To desecrated grave sites 

[ riest received a five-year sentence 
But he's out by now 
Ritual sacrifices happen nightly 
In North Jersey 
# We paved the marsh 

^ And walled the river 
But the human swamps 
Of our sprawling cities 
Still teem with mystery 
Whenever 1 wander the shoreline 
Or explore in the boat 
1 always keep a lookout 
For magick along the Passaic 
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PHOTOS BY CHERYL ANN MARINO 


SANDLASS HOUSE SWEPT UP 
IN A SEA OF UNCERTAINTY 



by Cheryl Ann Marino 

If you've ever driven over the main bridge to the Sandy Hook beach area, 
chances are you’ve seen the Sandlass House, nestled just under the bridge’s 
curve, and instantly recognized it as the only boarded up building for miles. It’s 
an odd location for a house, but not vi/hen you consider its little known history— 
it’s actually the only remaining structure from a once thriving and long-forgotten 
summer resort. 

“Highland Beach,” as it was called years ago, was located just beyond where 
the gates to Sandy Hook Beach now stand and was a full-scale getaway retreat 
for day-trippers. The resort included a pavilion, carousel, restaurants, bathhous¬ 
es, lockers, shops, a billiards hall, bar/night club and summer cottages as well as 
the now-abandoned house that once belonged to the resort’s founder. 

Aside from the weather-worn house and a few pilings near the Sandy Hook Bay, 
there’s virtually no trace of the five-acre public beach resort that was established 
in 1888 by William Sandlass, Jr., and showcased one of the first rollercoasters on 
the east coast—The Great Switchback Railroad—as the initial attraction. His 
house, appropriately named the “Sandlass House,” was built in 1893 from the 
frame timbers of the disassembled Switchback rollercoaster. 

William, his first wife Catherine, and their son William (Bill) were the first occu¬ 
pants of the house. By 1912, he had lost his wife to illness and was re-married to 
Helen with whom he had one son, Henry. The family lived on the second floor, 
while a bowling alley and billiards hall were operated at the back end, as well as 
a general store. Later, the store was converted to the Bamboo Room, which pro¬ 
vided patrons with a bar, orchestra and all night dancing. 

In the early 1900s other attractions were added. The resort development drew 
over 15,000 people per day at its peak, arriving mostly by train and ferry. For New 
York and New Jersey vacafioners, Highland Beach became known as an easily 
accessible beachfront excursion to escape from the daily monotony. 

Bridge access to the mainland added to the resort’s appeal and provided beach- 
goers with additional options for food and entertainment needs. Prior to the 
bridge that currently hovers over the Sandlass House, a variety of channels over 
the years connected the beach area to the Highlands. 

First, a drawbridge was built, but it was destroyed by a sailboat three years 
later. It was then repaired and opened to traffic as a “walking bridge.” Next, a 
“crisscross” bridge was built, and the old “walking bridge” was reconstructed 
with a new rail section to Highland Beach. This bridge lasted until 1932, when the 
“million dollar bridge” was built to replace the out-of-date “crisscross" bridge. 

The family owned and operated resort flourished and maintained its popularity 
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from the 1940s through the early 1960s when the next generation ot 
Sandlasses—William’s son Henry, his wife Irene, and their five chil¬ 
dren—lived in the house and Henry and his mother Helen managed 
the business after William passed away in 1938. 

Henry was in charge of the staff, finances and basic upkeep of the 
resort, while Helen worked in the main reception office and store han¬ 
dling the sale of day passes for swimming, beach mats for the ocean, 
rubber tubes, sunscreen and bathing caps. 

In the 1950s, the Highland Beach Bathing Pavilion became Sandlass 
Beach, and a few years later was scaled back further and changed 
over to the private Sandlass Beach Club. “We always looked forward 
to the summer when school was closed and our beach club friends 
returned during the magical days of summer,’’ said Henry’s daughter 
Susan (Sandlass) Gardiner, who grew up in the Sandlass House and 
said the most memorable part about living there was the extreme dif¬ 
ference between the liveliness of the crowds in the summer months 
versus total isolation in the fall and winter. 

She said there weren’t any neighbors on their side of the bridge. 
Public transportation had closed down, leaving the family with one 
car that her father drove to work in the winter at a construction com¬ 
pany. There were occasional get-togethers with friends in the winter 
months, but the visits required a lot of planning due to proximity. 

At the same time Highland Beach was bustling, Fort Hancock was 
also an active presence at the far end of Sandy Hook. In the early 
days, there wasn’t much of a division or many restrictions near the 
beach area, but once the fort became proving grounds where ammu¬ 
nition was tested, the restrictions became more important as people 
gathered to spend the summer in tents just beyond the Highland 
Beach property on government land. Gardiner recalled a military 
guard stationed at the fence that separated Fort Hancock from the 
Sandlass Beach Club during the war years, and noted at one point sol¬ 
diers were even limited to drinking beer in their own canteen at the 
Fort. 

A boundary dispute in 1940 led to a court order requiring the 
Sandlass House be moved from its original ocean side location to its 
current spot near the Shrewsbury River, where it was remodeled as a 
full-time residence. The family remained there until 1962, when the 
state of New Jersey designated the land south of Fort Hancock as a 
state park and seized the resort through eminent domain. 

The property where the Sandlass House remains is federally owned 
by Gateway National Recreation (GNR) Area, and managed by the 
National Park Service. In 1974 Fort Hancock was decommissioned 
and the park, along with the house, was largely taken over by the fed¬ 
eral government. Over the years "Building 600,” as the house had 
became known to park personnel, has either been empty or used as a 
residence for National Park Service staff. The last resident to live in 
the house was a park ranger and his family, who remained there for 
25 years before moving out. 

Gardiner said although park personnel lived in the house, they 
didn’t seem to make any major changes since the time of her family’s 
departure, and the basic surroundings are like that of a time capsule. 
She said the furniture may have been different and the room colors 
might have changed, but the essence of the house remained the 
same. 

In 2012, the house took a major hit during Superstorm Sandy, and 
the damage was so severe it became uninhabitable; the house was 
boarded up and never used again. 

Today, the house slowly disintegrates by the river’s edge while it 
awaits its fate, but a plethora of memories and a rich history are 
retained within its walls. On the outside, it might appear to be nothing 
more than an unsightly abandoned house, but inside, despite a fair 
amount of storm damage, things are still pretty much in place. 

Once you navigate your way around a minefield of rotting floor¬ 
boards, peeling paint and open kitchen drawers and cabinets, the 
classic beamed ceiling, knotty pine paneling in the living room and 
stone fireplace are all well preserved. The doors and moldings remain 
intact, but have of course seen better days. The rooms on both the 
lower level and upstairs on the ocean side of the house are eerily 
quiet, beaten up and left in shambles in the wake of Sandy. The family 
piano, now with a number of broken keys, sits silently in its original 
corner of the family room next to the entrance hall. There’s no sign of 



Aside from the weather-worn house and a few pilings 
near the Sandy Hook Bay, there’s virtually no trace of 
the five-acre public beach resort that was established 
in 1888 by William Sandlass, Jr., and showcased one 
of the first rollercoasters on the East Coast—The Great 
Switchback Railroad—as the initial attraction. 




Comparison views of the bridges connecting Sandy Hook to Highlands from the 1950s and 
now. 
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Susan (Sandlass) Gardiner (who grew up in the house) provid¬ 
ed this picture of Christmas in their house in 1951. 

life now at the Sandlass House except for the intermittent 
fluttering of tattered curtains ushered inward with the 
breeze off the bay. 

Despite its unique history, the fate of the last remaining 
structure from the Highland Beach years hangs in the bal¬ 
ance of ongoing debate as to whether or not it can be 
saved. It seems naming the Sandlass House a historical 
place or moving it to higher ground would be viable 
options, but that’s not been so easy to achieve. 

The challenge with naming the house a historical place 
is that it has no qualifying architectural features for inclu¬ 
sion in the state or federal register of historic places. 
When the house was moved from its original location in 
the 1940s, the architectural modifications—converting 
the bowling alley, billiards hall, and Bamboo Room into 
residential living space—put the house into a different 
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historical timeframe to prove its significance. In a nutshell, it is no 
longer the identical structure from the Golden Era of Highland Beach. 

According to Peter McCarthy, Unit Manager, Sandy Hook Unit, 
Gateway NRA, it’s one of fhe few buildings on the peninsula that is not 
a contributing element to the National Historic Landmark District; 
therefore, it lies outside the preservation mission of the National Park 
Service. He said due to its vulnerable location and deteriorated condi¬ 
tion. the Park Service won’t invest in the structure since it wouldn’t be 
sustainable or a resilient investment of public dollars. Sadly, future 
plans are to demolish the building. 

“While it would have been great to see the building moved from the 
current location, the structure is now at a point where it is no longer 
habitable or safe and should be demolished rather than continue to be 
a safety concern that detracts from the natural and historic landscape 
of Sandy Hook,” McCarthy said. 

The Park Service has worked with the Sandlass family for quite some 
time to try and find the building a new home: however, these efforts 
have not yielded a new location. McCarthy said even though efforts to 
move the structure haven’t materialized, the Park Service remains 
open to an external group relocating the structure at their own 
expense. 

Gardiner heads up the Save Sandlass group whose mission is self- 
explanatory. She said a few years ago the group formed the nonprofit 
Jersey Coast Heritage Museum (JCHM) and began looking for a new 




location for the house so that it remains safe from the elements and also retains its 
historical context. Rather than be slated for demolition, the house could potentially be 
used as a museum, restaurant or business establishment. 

As far as the house being moved or saved by private funding, she said a new loca¬ 
tion could not be established due to lack of space on the peninsula. The group con¬ 
sulted with a house moving company (with experience moving houses over land and 
on river barges) and was told that it’s possible to move the house once it’s evaluated 
to determine the most appropriate relocation method. 

Although the house’s fate remains uncertain, its iconic ties with Sandy Hook will 
always be remembered. A history of Highland Beach display at the Twin Lights 
(Lighthouse) Museum in the Highlands opened last year and expects to remain for a 
two-year period. There’s also a book in the works to be featured in the LOST Series 
by History Press with an in-depth look at the story of Highland Beach and its part in 
the birth of tourism at the Jersey Shore. 

Gardiner said they're not giving up hope and remain optimistic and open to reloca¬ 
tion possibilities. The group’s research efforts will continue in the hopes of uncover¬ 
ing new evidence that would relate the modern era of the Sandlass Beach years and 
its contributions to history, in order to meet the historical significance criteria. 

Hopefully the mission to find a new location for the Sandlass House, or at least 
name it as a historical place, is a success before yet another remnant of history dis¬ 
appears forever. In the meantime it remains boarded up in defeat and nothing more 
than a puzzling mystery to Sandy Hook beachgoers. 















WATCHED AND FOLLOWED IN CHEESEQUAKE STATE PARK 


It ms a chilly winter afterr :;.. several years ago when my parents and I 
decided to go for a family hike at Cheesequake State Park in Matawan. 
Although the park borders the Garden State Parkway, it remains very unde¬ 
veloped. At nearly 2.000 acres of marshland and pine forests, certain areas 
of the park can be very remote and difficult to access. On this day, my parents 
and I decided to hike deep into the Western section of the park following the 
■green trail." This trail is the longest in the park, and features a variety of 
rolling hills, as well as boardv/alk trails through marshes. After walking a cou¬ 
ple of miles deep, my dad and 1 decided to momentarily veer off the trail to 
check out the view from the hili we had reached the top of. Suddenly, a mid¬ 
dle-aged man resembling Hagrid from the 'Harry Potter" movies (long and 
messy brown hair, bushy beard, extremely large in size) jumps out from 
behind a tree right in front of us. Wearing jeans, a faded red flannel shirt and 
boots, he looked at us, let out a large grunt, and then charged past us, con¬ 
tinuing deeper into the woods. My dad and I looked at each other in confusion 
and shock. Where did he come from? Had we disturbed this man's hiding 
place? The story does not end there. 

We hoped that would be the last that we would see of this unsavory char¬ 
acter, and continued deeper into the forest on the "green trail." I noticed that 
there was not a single other person on the trail, yet I felt as though I was 
being watched. The winter sun was beginning to set, casting an eerie golden 
glow through the pine trees. As we reached the top of another hill, the trail 
suddenly led down a wooden staircase to a large swamp area, where the only 
way to proceed further was to remain on a narrow boardwalk that crossed the 
swamp. As we started making our way down the hill to continue onto the 
long, straight boardwalk stretching in front of us, we could see a figure sitting 
on a bench ahead. Watching us from the other end of the swamp was the 
same strange man from before. As we proceeded toward him, he kept his 


eyes fixed on us while menacingly running his hands through his long beard. 
As scary as he looked, I tried to remain calm, but felt a feeling of dread and 
fear. As we passed him, he continued to look right at us like a hawk eyeing its 
prey. Although covered in long hair, I could see his face clearer now, and saw 
a long, bulbous nose and skin marked with rosacea. He continued to oddly 
pull on his beard, breath heavily, and stare as we walked just feet from him. 

The boardvyalk trail veered right and continued through a heavily wooded 
and winding section of the swamp, where you can't see the other end. I 
turned around to see if the man remained sitting on the bench, but saw that 
he started following us at about a 20 foot distance. At this point, my heart was 
beating out of my chest. My parents and I began to speed-walk along the 
boardwalk, while the man also increased his speed behind us. As we scam¬ 
pered along the boardwalk, we could hear the pounding of his combat boots 
hitting the boards behind us. After a few frantic minutes, we made it to a 
clearing where the boardwalk led to a park service road. Now in a very remote 
section of the park, we decided to turn onto the dirt service road and head 
back in the direction of our car. As the man came into the clearing, he mys¬ 
teriously walked In the opposite direction toward the deserted Steamboat 
Landing section of the park, where no trails except the service road lead to. 
We all breathed a sigh of relief, as this maniac decided to venture in a differ¬ 
ent direction. 

I have returned to Cheesequake State Park numerous times since this inci¬ 
dent, and I always think of this terrifying experience. Luckily I have never seen 
the strange man again, but I will always remember the exact spots I did see 
him. What was this man doing in the woods? Why was he following us? Does 
he still wander the distant sections of Cheesquake State Park? Has anybody 
else experienced this creep? -Daniel Spinelli 
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I recently took a cruise with the family in Newark Bay to explore some of the sallow 
waterfront property that is difficult, if not impossible to reach by foot or by car. The city 
of Elizabeth located to the south of the sprawling Port Elizabeth container terminal is a 
shadow of its great industrial past. Of particular interest to me is the remains of the 
once enormous Singer Manufacturing Co. industrial complex located at the foot of 
Trumbull Street, not far from Jersey Gardens Mall. Although most of the original build¬ 
ings have been demolished, a few warehouses remain, one of which is the Singer stor¬ 
age building. The long brick structure stands prominently along the bulkhead at the 
western shore of Newark Bay. The enormous Singer brand name is visible for miles 
away, and the structure is a silent echo of the heyday one of the preeminent American 
manufacturing brands. A handful of trucks are backed up to the building, which is used 
as a general warehouse these days. Long shuttered doors, once used to unload barges 
that moored alongside, hint at what must have once been a bustling terminal. An 
unused train tunnel opens in the south side of the building, its dark maw now silent. 

Singer Manufacturing Company, founded in Boston by Isaac Singer in 1851. intro¬ 
duced the first practical sewing machine for the domestic market. A huge demand for 
their products led the company to expand operations within the United States as well 
as overseas, opening a factory in Scotland. In 1872, the main manufacturing facilities 
were moved to Elizabeth, New Jersey, where a 113-acre complex was built. The site 
housed 48 buildings that allowed the plant to produce all of the components for man¬ 
ufacture, and was served by a dedicated rail spur of the Central Railroad of New Jersey. 
The plant would receive raw materials and create all of the components required in the 
assembly of the sewing machines. In the 1920s, Singer could produce 6.000 sewing 
machines per week. 

During both World Wars, Singer's massive facility was employed to serve the pro¬ 
duction needs for defense. At the start of World War II, over 5.000 employees worked 

at the plant. Norden bombsights 
and weapon parts were some of the 
items produced in the U.S. plants. 

Following the war. as manufac¬ 
ture of goods overseas became 
much cheaper. Singer shifted its 
business model to diversify and 
explore new markets. In 1982, the 
Elizabeth plant was closed down. 
The company would later be 
acquired by the firm SVP 
Worldwide, a joint Swedish/ 
American concern. 

After viewing this huge building, 
one can only hope that America can 
return to its once envied position as 
the manufacturing capital of the 
world. -Gerard E. Thornton 
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A WEIRD NJ STATE OF MIND 






Recently I had a cardioversion done 
on my heart leaving a mark on my 
chest with the outline of New Jersey. 
People said I should submit to you. 
Just proves I am a Jersey boy at heart. 
-Robert Rueter 


This is my “New Jersey" rescue cat. 
Max. When you look at him upside 
down his nose is the shape of New 
Jersey. -Marie Lindner 


Saw this booger on the wall in 
a dive bar bathroom that resem¬ 
bles NJ. -Sean Barone 


Oddly enough, this spot is in the road 
on...wait for it...New Jersey Ave in 
Union, NJ! -Gene O'Brien 


Digging up New Jersey in Fort Lee. 

-Tom D'Angeio 


I was heading upstairs to my friend’s 
ipartment when I saw what looked like 






I don't usually post food on social 
ledia, especially not gross lookin' 
aod like dis, but I did, 'cause I 
WEAR my chicken looks like Jersey! 
Carl 


My wife recently served 
up this Garden State-shaped 
morsel of grilled chicken. 

-Steve Meglio 
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This is a photo of my leg. I 
had a cut from shaving and a 
few days into the healing 
process I looked down and 
thought it looked like our 
crazy state. -Kasmira Kanka 


Hi! Jersey born and raised from Lodi! 
I’m currently a chef in Las Vegas. I was 
making bacon for my restaurant and look 
what I found! Thought this was pretty 
cool pic! It’s bacon NJ! Got a little piece 
of home in Vegas! -Amanda 
Finally A East/West Line Has Been 
Drawn! -Eds. 


I invited some family over for 
grilled steaks, and the one I 
cooked for my sister looks just 
like our great state of NJI- 
Jennifer Regan 


This was part of tonight’s dinner 
and no one was allowed to eat it. 

-Kerry Errichiello 












































ALLAIRE STATE 
PARK, WHERE 
TREE-O-SAURS 
ROAM FREAKY 


We took a walk through the woods near Allaire 
State Park and found these dinosaurs and a bench 
made out of dead trees, some serious craftsmanship 
and a bit creepy. Then as we continued to walk, we 
came across this shelter (very creepy), again serious 
craftsmanship. It was getting dark and we were off 
the path. We freaked out when we saw the hut and 
wanted to get out of there, so we didn’t get closer to 
investigate. -Paul Krason 
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IT’S A WEIRD, WEIRD, WEIRD, WEIRD NJ WORLD 


A Weird Bride In Virginia 

I grew up partially in East Windsor 
so I was delighted to see the “hand” I 
used to see almost every day on the 
school bus as the cover of #50. I 
moved to Virginia Beach from NJ sev¬ 
eral years ago and this May I got mar¬ 
ried there. It just so happened that the 
reading material I had brought to the 
oceanfront B&B was a WNJ, and so I 
had my portrait taken with it after I got 
dressed the morning of my wedding 
day. You probably don't get too many 
brides posing with a magazine so I 
wanted to share! -Virginia Agreste 
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Weird At Easter Island 

It's getting weirder in Rapu Nui. -Chris l^az 


Weird In Columbia 

Here we are in Columbia at the 
Villa Leyva Mud House! 

■Lucy and Jesus 


Weird In Vermont 

My fiancee Katti and I made it a mission 
to stop by and see this during a recent trip 
to Burlington, VT with Weird NJ in hand. 
File this one under “world’s tallest filing 
cabinet." -MichaeiJ. Quintas 


Weird Gets To The Asylum 

Getting Weird in front of the 
Trans- Allegheny Lunatic Asylum 
in Weston WV, with my grand- 
kids Mallory and Jaccob. My 
daughter Breanna (who lives in 
New Jersey) always sends me a 
copy! -Justin Avington 




Weird Gets Back To The Land 

Just to let you know that Weird NJ 
made it to the Woodstock 50th 
Reunion in Bethel NY, held the same 
field that the original Woodstock fes¬ 
tival was in 1969.1 (Thomas Kamont) 
am on the left and am standing with 
another original alumni of Woodstock 
and friend. Tommy Purple Hayes. 


Weird Meets The World’s 
Largest Ball Of Paint 

I've been reading your publication 
since it's inception. I’ve taken it on 
many trips with me, always forgetting 
to send you a photo. While I was think¬ 
ing about it this morning, I decided to 
pick a weird one. This is my husband 
and I in front of the World’s Largest 
Ball of Paint. It’s located in Alexandria, 
Indiana. Anyone is welcome to add 
another layer of paint to this behemoth 
endeavor (started in 1977, its first layer 
is around a baseball). I wish I could say 
this was the weirdest thing we saw on 
that trip...it wasn’t. 

-Rachet G.Mortensen (with Brian 
Mortensen) 


Weird In Roswell 

Recently I was out in New Mexico 
and made sure to represent some NJ 
weirdness at the International UFO 
Museum & Research Ctr. In Roswell. 

-Kevin Muttigan 


From Hoboken to Slovakia! 

Submitting a photo of me standing out¬ 
side the Slovak Radio Building in 
Bratislava. A fun but strange city—like it’s 
stuck in 1982. Also, our guide loved the 
magazine when I showed it to him. Stay 
weird! -Laura. Hoboken NJ 



















UNEXPLAINED IN WEIRD NJ 


STRANGE ENCOUNTERS 
IN THE PINE BARRENS 


There is something about being present in nature that brings me a sense ot 
relaxation. I have spent over 15 years in the forest working as Search and Rescue 
K9 Handler and Bird research. I am very comfortable being isolated from the hus¬ 
tle and bustle of everyday life. It is my Zen and gives me great peace and comfort. 
However, this trip to the Pine Barrens would end up being different. 

I set out on my trip with my three boys for a weekend getaway, tucked in 
Brendan T. Byrne forest. It felt great to get away, but when I made the turn onto 
the dirt road leading to the campsite, something felt heavy in the air. I spend many 
hours a week isolating myself in the woods in search of birds for research. So, 
this was not the newness of being in the forest. I realized that the wildlife was 
absent. The forest has gone on vacation and did not notify anyone. The birds were 
absent from sight and sound, which ms unusual for this time of the year. 

I brushed off this uneasy feeling and continued to the campsite. We arrived a 
little later and quickly set up camp using the last rays of the day. I closed my eyes 
that night with the excitement of finding the birds in the morning. I awoke early 
and set up my camera, but nothing. There was nothing to be heard for miles. My 
camera sat in its bag for most of the trip. 
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As we were sitting down for dinner, I overheard a few boys talking about 
these weird things they found in the woods. I jumped up and spoke to their 
parents, as this grabbed my interest as I had a strange experience in the Pine 
Barrens when I was a little kid. 

I was only 7 or 8 years old and my parents and uncles set out in the Pine 
Barrens for a hunting trip. I was instructed to stay in the truck and stay warm. 
With the heater blasting. I was becoming overheated. I rolled down my win¬ 
dow to let some cool air in the truck. When I put the window down, I heard a 
scream that was high pitched and shrieking. I looked up as the sound seemed 
to come from the tops of the tallest trees. There was something crashing 
through them, jumping from treetop to treetop, 

I quickly exited the truck to get a look. I witnessed tree branches breaking 
and leaves swaying. I ran to a pickup truck cap that was laying in the sand 
and consumed with weeds. I crawled underneath it and waited for the com¬ 
motion to stop. The forest went silent and it was peaceful once again. I 
unburied my face from my arm and looked up through the back of the truck 
bed cap. The coast was clear until something landed on top of the truck cap. 
As it walked across the top it was pushing the cap down, bending it as it went 
along. It jumped down from the top and landed in front of the cap’s opening. 
It had legs like a bird, but they were long. I was unable to get a good look at 
the body. As it ran off and out of sight, my uncles returned and asked what 
was I doing. I did not know how to explain this to them. 

From this moment forward I was totally into the supernatural. I have stud¬ 
ied biology at college and find it interesting and would love to continue study¬ 
ing weird and unexplained incidents. 

So. I quickly gathered information on the location of these weird items the 



kids found in the woods ,and one of the parents led me to it. A quick turn off 
the trail and we arrived at this area that impressed me as an area of worship. 

I further explored and it seemed odd as most of the individual items did not 
fit one theme. There was a lot of symbolism going on and it was difficult to 
figure if out as symbolism is bound to the culture or population in which it 
belongs. Once the sun retired for the day the road map lit up. There were 
reflective thumb tacks in the trees leading directly to and from this site. 

As 1 walked back to the campsite, I carried this heavy feeling on my shoul¬ 
ders. I felt as if I was being watched through the trees. Did I bring a spirit 
back with me or was my mind playing tricks? The air temperature was falling, 
and I fired up a campfire. I had some sage on me and threw it in the fire. As 
I reviewed my pictures and videos from this trip, I noticed an orange orb 
dancing in the fire that night. This was truly a unforgettable journey into the 
wilderness. I still wonder if I awoke the spirts of the woods and was protected 
by the orange orb dancing at our campsite that night. -John Gallant 






by Rusty Tagliareni and Christina Mathews 
www.AntiquityEchoes.com 

What is the “American Dream"? It‘s an essential question to ask, 
considering it forms the foundation of our goals as citizens of this 
nation. In truth though, there is no real answer to give, because the 
term holds infinitely different meanings, its definition varying dramat¬ 
ically from one mind to the next. And therein is its beauty. Anyone, 
everyone, regardless of background, is free to seek out their own ver¬ 
sion of success. Though it isn't readily granted. To transform an 
abstract dream into a physical reality requires an unbridled persist¬ 
ence. but it can be done. Buried deep in the woods of Upstate New 
York once stood Arthur Bensen’s dream. 

Bensen is quite likely the only man in contemporary history to have 
founded a pioneer village in the Adirondack Mountains. After many 
years in his career as a telephone technician in Staten Island. Benson 
pined for grander things. Of all the prospects available to Bensen, he 
eventually decided upon founding his own theme park. A rather 
strange pursuit for a city phone tech with no experience in the enter¬ 
tainment business, but there is much to admire in those who follow 
their hearts, and who also dare to take enormous leaps of faith. 

And so Arthur Bunsen set out, likely against the advice of many, and 
most certainly against the odds. He traveled from state to state look¬ 
ing for just the right spot to settle down, eventually taking a liking to 
New York's Hudson Valley, and finally arriving upon the town of North 
Hudson to break ground on what was to become his life-defining ven¬ 
ture. He called it Frontier Town. Opening in the summer of 1952, the 
park was originally meant to be a history-focused settlement village. 
Quickly though, his concept evolved to be that of a wild west town, 
much like New Jersey's own Wild West City, which opened five years 
later. There were stagecoach robberies, shootouts, concessions, 
musical numbers, and a large outdoor rodeo arena, all connected by 
walking paths and dirt riding trails that criss-crossed through the 
fields and forest. The park entertained thousands of visitors and was 
by all accounts a great success through the ’50s, ’60s, and ’70s. 
Though business slowed In the 1980s Arthur Bensen always managed 
to keep his dream alive, and did so until he retired in 1983, selling off 
his creation to new ownership. 


PHOTOS BY RUSTY TAGLIAREN 
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Five years later Bensen passed away, 
his absence leaving a hole in the local 
community which he very much helped to 
shape. Within a decade Frontier Town too 
passed from this earth, shuttered by the 
county in 1998 after amassing more than 
$300,000 in unpaid taxes. Not long after 
that an auction was held, selling off the 
most valuable of Frontier Town's relics. 
Stagecoaches, railway cars and tracks, 
signage, vending machines, most every¬ 
thing that wasn't bolted down, and even 
some things that were. Stripped and 
abandoned, Arthur Bensen's life's work 
was left to deteriorate in the mountainside 
forest, a forest that was all too eager to 
reclaim the 250+ acres that were once a 
theme park. Many of the structures slowly 
being devoured by overgrowth were built 
by Arthur Bensen’s own hands. Coming 
from a background with limited carpentry 
skills, Bensen's understanding of con¬ 
struction was learned by necessity. His 
building material was the true definition 
of "locally sourced,” as it was not unusual 
for Bensen to cut and move logs from the 
neighboring forest himself. In this way. 
these buildings were shaped not just by 
wood and nails, but by an extraordinary 
and unshaking fortitude. 

Our own visit to Frontier Town took 
place nearly two decades after its closure. 
By this point the trees had already 
encroached up to the outer walls of most 
every building, the parking lot had 
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Many have cited shifting cultural interests, 
the advent of modern entertainment, or 
easier travel to far more extravagant desti¬ 
nation parks as driving factors for why 
Frontier Town went from a thriving institu¬ 
tion to a bankrupt ruin. 
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regressed to a muddy 3 r<j walking 
paths were long lost to r»r floor. It 
all gave the grounds a atmos¬ 

phere, but it was ar-r that of 
peace and solitude. Biros ow over¬ 
head, squirrels darted Oi^r -czops. and 
everywhere insects in the 

woods, singing to eacr i< tne days 
grew ever longer and e' iVe were 
well into spring, andr^f srj'C i around 
us was alive and thn. theme 

park that was scatter: —:.-.-ghout it 
was long dead. Fadi'*^ irc rioked the 
town “Main Street’ rto: unevenly 
against the growing ^nie more 

than a line of crumt>"-s; united by 

a small path of diPu re far-right 
building, which at ere ^^. 3 $ the old 
saloon, there rema de: r .z'-ght piano. 
Though listing Sr.T'r and partly 
sunken into the ^Dor. it had 

endured, standin-: r-jy all these 
years. A figure pe-^acs that sym¬ 
bolized the grour'cs 2 S i 

Today it's all gcre t under the 
plow like so mar ♦rs' :«aces. Only the 
name remains ‘**na: •as formerly me 
Frontier Town me~c s now know^i 
as the Frontier ^ark. a re.'4t« 

constructed ca"# campgrot^-: 
which North fr ^ as a 

tourist gatev/a» r -^:Jscr 
Though the pa^* :* rca. >:> 2 S za* 
age to the the^c zf lesne'.ea.' 
there is a disti?^r z^it^ me err u- 
siasm behind re Dfiecc^er :nis 
new parkland re rerson- 

al drive of a ma^ s a''a who 

risked everyth i^c se: :r into the 
forest to build ^ -*Sc*'*$ /ersion of 
happiness. 

Many have cr?: s^^ng cultural inter¬ 
ests, the amer n^.^gern entertain¬ 
ment. or easier t^ve to far more extrav¬ 
agant destinahon parks as driving fac¬ 
tors for why Frontier Town went from a 
thriving institution to a bankrupt ruin. 
But maybe the explanation is much sim¬ 
pler than all that—perhaps a dream sim¬ 
ply cannot exist for long without the 
dreamer. 

Scan this QR Code for a video tour of 
Frontier Town. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=G 

10m3sKrv58 
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STICK IT. SMELL IT. WEAR IT. 
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Some Weird NJ swag just for you! Stickers, 
patches, shirts, air fresheners and more 
are all available in our store at 

www.weirdnj.com 
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The Weird NJ Warehouse Of 
Stuff You Need Is Now All Online! 


We knew there would come a time when order forms 
become obsolete. We still get order forms sent in from 
20 issues ago ordering items we no longer have. Bur 
fear not, we always add new Items, limited back stock 
we find In the corners of the warehouse, and things we 
forgot we even had! 

Prices are always changing, postage Is always going 
up and we feel it’s just easier to show you what we 
have rather than having to call or write you telling you 
what we don’t have. 



Our first ever Weird NJ poster 
Designed by Sarah Moore 


New Jersey has a rich history of weirdness: It Is a rite of passage to go out with 
friends and test and rediscover old legends. Whether it's driving down Whipporwill 
Valley Road in Middletown or hunting the Pineland's own Jersey devil himself—this 
map is simply an homage to every local living legend, haunted location, or something 
that’s just plain weird. 

This beautiful 18 X 24 full color poster is printed on 10Olb stock and suitable for fram¬ 
ing. 

The Weird NJ map was designed by by Sarah Moore / spagslag.com / @spagslag 

A limited print run. Please check www.weirdnj.com for availability. 


Order online 24 
hours a day! 
www.weirdnj.com 
Call with your order 
973 256 2011 



amazon.com. 

You can also purchase from 
Amazon If you wish. Search for 
“Weird NJ Amazon Storefront” 
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